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  Chapter One


  


  “You had the man spank you!” Will charged at me with eyes flashing. He’d never been angry like this – at least not that I could recall.


  “I’m so sorry, honestly. I couldn’t help myself.”


  “Couldn’t help yourself? Really?” He shook his head in disbelief. “So, how the hell did you find this man? Pluck him off the street, and say ‘please spank my bottom?’”


  I bit my lip, knowing that this would never sound right to him, but I had to explain.


  “I saw his name in an online ad.” My face was hot and flushed, and likely beet red. How did I let myself get caught in this disaster? Foolish. Naïve. And totally stupid of me to come home looking so distraught. I’ve never been a good liar. But then, it never entered my mind that he would be there. He wasn’t supposed to be home in the first place. But once he saw me, I knew I was in trouble. He can read me as if I were an open book.


  “A personal ad?” He was astounded. “Where the hell did spanking get mentioned in a personal ad? And why would you be looking at on-line personals in the first place?”


  “It was on a spanking site I some sometimes go to – you know my fantasies.”


  “Oh yes, I know your fantasies,” he said with a sarcastic smirk. “So, you just order up any little fantasy you desire?”


  “It’s not really like that,” I said meekly.


  “So how many times have you been with this guy?” he continued.


  I gulped, my face twisted into a grimace. “Three.”


  “Three!”


  “Yeah,” I came back weakly. There was something about the whole thing, I couldn’t stay away.”


  “Like what, what couldn’t you stay away from?”


  Will was hurt, very hurt, even though it came out in the form of anger. I bit my lip again, blushing like a naughty kid. How could I tell him, how could I even begin?


  “I guess the desire has never really gone away.” I thought that should explain it all.


  “So you wanted to be punished?”


  “I guess so.”


  “And you didn’t come to me?”


  It had been over three years since I’d been ‘trained’ to follow my submissive inclinations. Will had taken me to his good friend and lifestyle dominant Reggie for the full treatment. My strange sexual predilections had only frustrated us both. As much as we loved each other, as great as the sex was, there was a darker side of me that I needed to explore. One day I’d say I wanted to indulge in some odd sexual kink, only to get freaked out and change my mind about it soon as Will got involved. We both got so frustrated I thought it would tear our relationship apart. Reggie became the answer we needed. He was not emotionally attached to me the way Will was, and he didn’t allow me to change my mind on a whim. Once I agreed to be submit to him, I had to give up control. It was a tough struggle and it wasn’t an easy time for me. There were some fierce lessons to be learned, but it let me back to Will.


  I wonder now how I ended up in yet another sticky situation with the man I love.


  I know that when I left Reggie, I’d had enough of being controlled. I wasn’t ready to let Will punish me the way Reggie had. I wanted something softer and more intimate than Reggie’s cool domination – although I wasn’t exactly sure what it was. For months I wavered back and forth in a strange vacuum. But the one consistent thing, I ignored Will’s attempts to exert his control over me. I claimed I’d been ‘healed’ of my need for dominance/submission, and the two of us basked in the more easily acceptable aspects of our relationship. Will was fooled. He loved his newfound sexual siren who liked to dress in sexy clothes, who would tease him mercilessly, and would have sex with him almost any time he asked. My openness thrilled him even though submission was shoved conveniently under the rug.


  However, when I stumbled into a spanking website, I found myself drawn to stories and the testimonials, and eventually into the alluring advertisements. I wondered what it would be like to be submissively held in a man’s lap and be spanked. It would certainly be a different kind of submission than I experienced in Reggie’s hands.


  Choosing Keith’s ad, I had no idea what I was getting into, but I knew I had to go through with at least one spanking session. As much as I tried to push the thought from my mind, it soon became an obsession. Keith’s ad led me to believe that this dominant man was experienced, sensitive and interesting. What more could I ask? After all, it was just a spanking, nothing more. One measly little spanking – what could be wrong with that?


  I met Keith at a hotel restaurant on an evening three weeks ago. I was initially apprehensive, of course, thinking as I waited for him in the hotel bar, that I was being totally foolish for meeting a stranger like this. Yet our conversations over the phone had been delightful; the tingling rush hearing his stern voice reminded me how much I yearned for that kind of interaction with a man.


  On first glance, I found Keith reasonably attractive and yes, very stern. He was a professor at the University, telling me he taught medieval literature. I even verified his credentials at the University website, which he urged me to do. His interest in spanking was completely ‘recreational,’ a term I thought amusing, but perhaps apropos for the relationship we were contemplating. Purely platonic. I insisted on that.


  Keith bought me a drink which settled me down, and for nearly a half hour we talked about nothing in particular. My hands were sweating and my face was flushed the whole time, not to mention that my bottom tingled in anticipation.


  “So Alex, I think it’s time we got on with the correction,” Keith said looking at me in a very formal way.


  “Okay,” I replied.


  “Answer “yes sir,” to my instructions,” he corrected me gently, though his stern control was evident.


  “Yes sir,” I answered immediately.


  Keith led me upstairs to the room he’d reserved: a cold sterile hotel room that I remember only for its unremarkable appearance. To its credit however, it did have an armless straight back chair that became the focal point of the night, along with my bottom.


  Keith, being the no nonsense kind of man he is, pulled the chair out and sat down, motioning me to stand in front of him. I thought we were going rather fast, but then I hadn’t been spanked like this before.


  “You’ve been a naughty girl, haven’t you?” he scolded me. Shades of childhood reprimands rang in my ears, and I quaked in fear, like I might have when I was a kid.“Yes sir,” I replied meekly.


  “And you deserve a thorough paddling.”


  “Yes sir.” I lowered my eyes, allowing myself to get into the mood of the night, feeling as I had when I’d been submissive to a man before.


  It struck me for an instant, that this should be Will not Keith sitting in that chair. I should have made my apologies right then and left; but I was too excited to go so far and suddenly stop. I couldn’t. For all the screaming in my head, I couldn’t stop.


  “I’m afraid this will have to be a bare bottomed paddling, as naughty as you’ve been.”


  “Yes sir,” I agreed to his request. I suppose I wouldn’t want it otherwise.


  “I want to be sure you learn your lesson,” he advised me.


  “Yes sir.”


  The fact that my misdeeds were not clear to me, that this was in a sense a very “bogus” event didn’t seem to bother either one of us. Keith and I had an understanding, and were following through with this scene in order to meet our complimentary needs: his to punish; mine to be punished. It didn’t need to be anything more than that.


  When he mentioned bare bottomed I did hope he’d pull me over his lap before my skirt went up; and I was very relieved when he did. Once resting on his strong thighs, his left arm went around my waist to secure me tightly. With his right hand, Keith reached down and drew my skirt up over my thighs, pushing the wool garment to my waist. I’d worn a garter belt and stockings to make Keith’s job easier. For him to have my bottom bare, all he had to do was pull down my black cotton briefs.


  I trembled all the way to my toes when he lifted the waist band and drew them back. This was ‘naughty’ all by itself, draping myself over a stranger’s legs and allowing him free reign to punish me like a child. Yet, once the first smack struck, I wasn’t thinking anymore, sexually, submissively or otherwise.


  Keith wasn’t kidding; he had a very commanding way of laying on his hand. He literally pelted me with one sharp smack after another and my bottom was instantly hot. I suppose I suspected something easier, since I was a first time ‘spankee,’ but Keith saw otherwise.


  One after another I took the smacks, finding myself naturally wiggling in an effort to get away from the burning sting. After several minutes, he stopped.


  It seemed a little abrupt until I realized that he wasn’t finished.


  “Now for the real thing,” he announced.


  I had a feeling this would happen when I saw the hairbrush on the table. As much as he spanked my bottom with his hand, I didn’t think that I’d escape a few rounds with the brush.


  At first Keith ran the smooth wood over my hot bottom, the thing feeling rather cool in comparison to my well heated ass cheeks. It actually felt welcome for an instant, until abruptly he let the thing fly, and it was coming down hard and fast on my posterior, just the way he’d used his hand.


  “Stop! Please stop!” I insisted. I’d had enough.


  But my disciplinarian was not at all dissuaded by my pleas. That nasty brush just continued the treatment, each smack seeming harder than the last.


  After one harrowing round of smacks, at least a half dozen, I think, Keith paused for me to catch my breath, and then he resumed; very likely because I was foolish enough to wiggle on his lap as if I wanted even more.


  “Please stop now!” I wailed loudly.


  I would have thought he would comply with my wishes, but Keith seemed to think I could take much more, because he refused to stop. One punishing smack after another and I was ready to quit this stupid game and never ever try it again.


  Yet when Keith finally slowed down, I found myself again feeling aroused, my body beginning to churn erotically, my whole mind consumed again by the passions that so often haunt me. Desire leaped up at me and roared. I think I might have let Keith take me sexually on the spot, except that we’d agreed to keep this strictly disciplinary.


  When he set me on my feet again, my skirt instantly dropped around my legs, covering my backside, though my panties were still on the floor at my feet. I found myself snuffing. I’d been crying and there were tears to wipe away.


  “Hand me your panties,” Keith ordered.


  “My panties?”


  “Yes, Alex, your panties.” He was quite firm about this.


  “Yes sir.” I reached down and retrieved my underwear and handed them to him.


  “Now, go look at yourself in the mirror, then you can stand in the corner.”


  “In the corner?” I asked in a very timid voice. I didn’t want to upset him, but this seemed kind of silly.


  “I suggest you quit questioning me,” he replied sharply.


  I was forgetting myself. The additional treatment was solely for the purpose of humiliating me, and I was certainly feeling a heap load of shame.


  Gathering my skirt around me, I moved to the mirror and looked at my reddened bottom, surprised by the erratic blush across my white ass. And then looking back to Keith, I hoped he’d give me some reprieve, but by the look on his face, he was as determined as he’d been earlier. Retreating to the corner of the room, I stood there with my bottom bared, while Keith waited for it to do whatever he had in mind. It was likely not more than ten minutes when and he ordered me to his side again.


  “Here are your panties,” he said.


  “Thank you.” I was thanking him for not just my underwear but the spanking too.


  “I hope you’ll behave yourself until our next appointment,” he said. There was NO next appointment in my book, but the suggestion was now on the table.


  “Yes, sir,” I replied.


  With that he dismissed me and I was quickly out the door.


  My body was roaring, mad with sexual heat. The pain had turned into a sensuous warmth that spread throughout my ass. I played with myself all the way home from the hotel.


  


  “I don’t know why I didn’t come to you, Will, but I just didn’t know how to tell you,” I stammered. “And it was not at all what I thought it might be…in fact, it was awful.”


  He wasn’t buying it “Awful, really? If it was so awful, why did you go back twice more? Your story is a little flimsy, Alex.”


  “Well, it didn’t really start out awful,” I admitted. “That only happened later.”


  “So suppose you tell me what did happen? And don’t you dare lie to me.” He was absolutely livid – again.


  “Well,” I began, “I met Keith at his hotel.”


  “He doesn’t live in town?”


  “No.”


  “Go on.”


  “We would talk over a drink, just one relaxing one, and then we’d go up to his room.” It was horrible recounting this to Will. Yet his face clouded by his anger, looked strangely more appealing to me than it had in some time. “Then he’d…you really want all the details?”


  “Every damn one of them.”


  I sighed heavily, wishing he’d just do something, like take me in hand and give me one hell of a spanking. I’d certainly feel a lot better if he did, and it would definitely ease the tension that was making this confession so difficult.


  “It was really very old fashioned, kind of ritualized. He’d take the desk chair, put it in the center of the room, and pull me down over his lap. Then he’d spank me.”


  “Did he raise your skirt?” Will asked.


  “Yes.”


  “Did you wear underwear?”


  “Yes.”


  “Did he pull them down?”


  “Yes.” This was sounding worse by the minute.


  “Then what else?” Will asked.


  “He spanked me, first with his hand each time, then with a hairbrush.”


  “And it hurt?”


  “Very much.”


  “Did you see the results?”


  “He made me stand in front of the mirror, and then in the corner until the red faded away.”


  “And it was red?” he asked. He was so cold on the surface, and so hot on the inside. I could see the fire of his anger settling on a low simmer.


  “Yes, very.”


  “So it aroused you?”


  I hate that question. How could I answer? “Some.”


  “Tell me about that.”


  “I don’t know how to explain it, but yes, it was arousing. Just as I was aroused by the things Reggie had me do.”


  “So what was so “awful” about it?”


  I think it was a mistake to have told him it was awful, because on one level it wasn’t awful at all. The guilt I was feeling at the moment was awful, the sneaking around, the lying, the whole way I’d compromised our relationship, that was awful; but I still did it, and on one level I enjoyed the hell out of it. “It’s awful not being honest with you,” I replied, trying to remain true to my feelings.


  “But the experience wasn’t awful. You liked being spanked by him?”


  “It’s hard to explain,” I said, trying a little whining, hoping he’d be understanding.


  He wasn’t. He looked at me with the same cold, stern, fiery-eyed face. “So explain, I can wait.”


  “I did like the spanking, I liked the feeling, and yes it aroused me. It wasn’t exactly what I wanted. He was a stranger and it wasn’t personal. And I guess this third time, it just didn’t seem quite right.”


  “Why’s that?”


  I hedged.


  “Did you have sex?” Will asked.


  The question was like a thunderbolt. I wanted to deny it but how could I? If I lied, it would be obvious to Will.


  “Yes.”


  “Every time?” he asked.


  “Oh no! Just this last time.”


  “Tell me about it.”


  “About the sex?”


  “I shouldn’t have to repeat myself,” he said. His annoyance with my hesitation was hardly disguised. We were piling hurt on top of hurt, I hated seeing that in Will’s eyes, but by now there was no way to avoid it.


  “Well, tonight he spanked me as he had before. And I was turned on as I’d been before. He was turned on too, and when the session was about over, he came to me and offered himself.”


  “Offered?”


  I gulped.


  “He felt my rear while I was standing in the corner, and I couldn’t help myself. I started to respond, and he responded, and before we knew it, we were screwing.” I was beginning to cry, telling my story to Will. That was a bad move.


  “If you think I’ll somehow be assuaged by tears, Alex, your very wrong. In fact, I’d suggest that you stop crying because it’s only pissing me off!”


  “I’m sorry, Will, the sex was all wrong. I never should have done it. I mean I never should have even answered Keith’s ad. This has got to be the stupidest thing I’ve ever done.”


  “Well that’s one thing we agree on,” he said, though there was no softening in his tone of voice.


  “Maybe you could punish me?” I ventured. “Since that’s what I really need, maybe this is something good that could come out of the this whole mess.”


  “Wouldn’t that be just perfect for you,” Will said sarcastically.


  “You might be surprised how perfect it would be for you, too..”


  “This undying love crap coming from you, Alex, is nothing but BS. You think a little retribution on your rear and the whole thing can be swept away.”


  “I didn’t say that, but we could begin there.” I was hoping with all my heart that he would agree to this. I realized talking to him how much I’d hurt him, and now how much I wanted him. Why hadn’t I asked him to meet my need for spanking instead of bringing in that ineffectual stranger? The sex with Keith had been about as empty as any I’d ever had. Even on a bad night, Will was a lover, someone whose body, sexual appetites and style I enjoyed. This other man might be an adequate spanker, but he was not a lover of any inspiration at all. For all the fancy ritual we engaged in before the sex, for all the spanking fantasy we’d enjoyed, Keith was pretty mediocre when it came to the rudiments of female sexual stimulation.


  “No, Alex, we can’t begin there. You want to write this off so easily, but I can’t. You go find your lover and enjoy yourself, because you now have all the freedom in the world to pursue your pleasures.”


  “No, Will!” I protested. “You’re leaving?” It certainly looked that way, since he was in the bedroom packing his suitcase. “You can’t mean that.”


  “Face it, we haven’t gotten on that well the last few months. I don’t know whether it was your kinkier sexual desires that were coming to the surface again, but whatever it was, you didn’t see fit to discuss it with me. I’ve gone to hell and back for you and our relationship, but you seem to think you can up and go exploring on your own, without so much as a thought for me, and then hope to patch it up as if nothing has happened. Well, it doesn’t work that way, little darling. If you’re feeling guilty and need to pay penance, go find someone else to redeem yourself with, because it ain’t gonna be me.”


  Will closed the bedroom door in my face and came out a half hour later with his bags packed.


  “Please, hon, don’t do this, this is four years, we can’t throw it away like this. I’ll do anything.” I was in tears, and pleading for my life, I thought, but it was still Will’s blank cold expression looking back at me.


  “Anything? Right,” he bit off sarcastically. “You’ll do what you damn well please as long as you’re in control, but you won’t do anything. That’s always the way it is with you.”


  His scathing words stung, probably because they were so true. “Will, I mean it, you tell me what it is, I’ll do it,” I pleaded.


  He considered for a moment and shook his head, exasperated with the effort.


  “What is it?” I asked trying to get him to say something. The longer he stayed poised at the door, the less likely I thought it would be that he’d really leave. “What can I do?”


  “There’s no use suggesting anything, because my own brand of revenge on this would be much too much for your delicate sensibilities, even though I’d find it very fitting.”


  “Find what fitting?”


  “Submit to Reggie again,” he said simply.


  My heart must have stopped beating. I know I went instantly cold.


  “No, you don’t mean that?” I said dumbfounded.


  “See? What did I say?” His smirk was absolutely as dreadful as his tone of voice. He left me standing in the middle of the living room. Closing the door ever so quietly, I suddenly had thoughts of Reggie Harold going through my mind again for the first time in what seemed like an eternity. Why did he have to say that? Why that? Why Reggie? I went to the bedroom and cried my eyes out.


  



  

  Chapter Two


  


  Reggie had a sweet looking young secretary, blonde, demure and very pretty. She kind of reminded me of myself a few years back. I found myself wondering if she played Reggie’s submissive sex games the way that I had. I certainly wouldn’t be surprised to find him surrounded by hot looking, submissive women there to satisfy his curious lusts.


  “An appointment with Mr. Harold,” I politely told the woman. “My name’s Alex.”


  “Yes, he’s expecting you,” she said smiling.


  I hadn’t called him personally three days before. I let the secretary arrange the meeting. It was easier than trying to explain my dilemma on the phone. I couldn’t believe how much I was trembling at the thought of seeing him after all this time, trembling more than I even did that first time, and far more than I had when I first met Keith. There was a quality about this meeting different from anything I’d ever experienced. It was sexual certainly, and submissive, and from my point of view extraordinarily humiliating.


  Never say never. I was certainly eating my words now.


  I’d vowed when I left Reggie never to return to him. I didn’t need him. At a very horrifying time in my life, going to Reggie was an awakening. He helped me understand the great cloud of fantasy and desire that so often occupied my mind. He made me feel accepted for the raunchy things I thought about. My submissive tendencies, all those kinky sexual thoughts were all right in Reggie’s world. And for a while, I was even smitten by the dashing dominant man.


  But that changed. The ‘love affair’ we had fallen on its face. Rudely. In fact, I actually left under a guise of triumph. I bested Reggie Harold in his games; when it came to his playing in my world of love and intimacy, he came up strangely shallow. He couldn’t return the real affection and love that I had for him. For reasons I’m still not sure about, Reggie was oddly lacking in any real depth of feeling.


  Returning to Will after that revelation became one wonderful reunion of body and soul. Too bad now, I never tried to integrate the ‘games’ I played with Reggie into my life with Will. I was certainly paying for it now.


  “Mr. Harold will see you now,” the blonde announced. She rose from her chair and escorted me to the massive walnut double doors leading to Reggie’s office. It was plush in the outer office and I expected something even more elegant beyond the doors, I wasn’t disappointed. Opening the door, the secretary motioned me inside and my jaw practically dropped to the floor as I looked at the enormous walnut desk set against a backdrop of floor to ceiling windows looking out on the city. Everything about the office was first class. I wouldn’t expect otherwise, knowing how lovely his country estate was.


  


  Reggie was not at his desk but at the far end of the room. I turned to see him coming from his private bath. He had the sleeves of his white starched shirt rolled up as if he had been working on something that required such informality. A lock of his usually well-groomed hair had fallen in his eye. His aristocratic jaw, aquiline nose and impeccable presence were as they had always been, enough to send my female juices flowing.


  “Alexandra, how are you?” he said approaching me as he rolled down his sleeves, and buttoned his cuffs.


  He grabbed me at the shoulders and drew me to him, giving me a kiss on the cheek, warmer than any affectionate gesture he’d ever bestowed on me.


  How could I hate him when he sent my desires through the roof!


  “You look terrific. Come in, sit down,” he said with an expansive gesture, motioning me to a chair in front of his desk.


  “I’m well,” I replied. I was hardly great, wonderful, ‘happy as a lark’ well. I couldn’t lie.


  I sat in front of him thinking it strange to see him in this venue when in the past we’d only been together at his estate. A few ventures out, but never here.


  “The suit is quite suited to you, Alex,” Reggie noted. He was a connoisseur of style, had always been particularly concerned with how I dressed. In our former association, he’d often demanded certain attire which I sometimes resisted and always found challenging. Wearing the black suit today, I was totally comfortable in the short skirt and deep cut jacket. The lavender lace teddy under the top was meant to provoke a man’s reaction, and dressing this way had really become second nature for me. The truth was, I knew I’d chosen this particular outfit for a little confidence booster; I knew I looked terrific in it. If I hadn’t had my whole life hanging in the balance, I would certainly have enjoyed Reggie’s positive response more.


  “So, to what do I owe this visit?” Reggie asked.


  He looked perfectly ignorant of any knowledge of my crimes, perhaps, Will hadn’t talked to him; a circumstance I greeted with displeasure. Will really didn’t expect me to do this, which made the likelihood of a reconciliation seem even more remote.


  “I need a favor,” I said. This was hardly the way to begin, but I wasn’t sure how else to start.


  A favor?” he raised his eyebrows.


  I took a deep breath, tried to start and stopped. I wanted to stop the tears that were forming in my eyes.


  “You’re very agitated, my love, is there something wrong?”


  “Will left me. We broke up,” I said. I could hardly say it without crying.


  “Oh, really, I find that rather difficult to believe, I think of you two as the perfect couple.” He might have mocked me with this statement, but he was perfectly sincere.


  “That is, unless I can prevent it.”


  “Maybe you should be more explicit,” Reggie proposed.


  I smiled, chagrined. “I am being kind of vague, aren’t I?”


  He smiled in return, waiting patiently for me to gather my wits about me.


  “I had an affair of sorts. Will found out, and he’s totally unwilling to remain with me. He feels as though I’ve completely destroyed his trust, and I’m completely desperate to make amends.”


  “An affair? That surprises me. You always impressed me as someone impeccably honest.”


  “And I usually am,” I agreed.


  “So, if you had reason for an affair, perhaps you really don’t want this relationship with Will?” That sounded reasonable, but it wasn’t true.


  “It’s not like that. This wasn’t an affair of the heart. I have no emotional attachment to the other man. I was searching for something.”


  “Searching?”


  I couldn’t believe what I was saying, but now that I’d started I couldn’t very well stop.


  “I contacted an on-line Dom.”


  Reggie looked at me shocked. “Whatever for?” It seemed as incredulous to me as it obviously seemed to him.


  “I contacted a man who spanks submissive women.”


  “Spanks? As in ‘over the knee bare-bottomed paddlings’?”


  “Yes. Exactly. There’s quite a little sub-culture of spanking aficionados, and there’s a lot of meetings arranged for the sole purpose of playing out the fantasy.” I didn’t think I should need to explain this, but given the blank nonplused expression on Reggie’s face, I thought I needed to clarify.


  “You don’t have to school me in this. I’m aware of the fetish. What surprises me is that you’d feel the need to seek that kind of adventure outside your relationship.”


  “It’s kind of strange, isn’t it?” I admitted, embarrassed to say it.


  “You mean to tell me that all the fun we at the estate uncovering your myriad of desires was for nothing? You and Will went happily along ignoring the obvious wealth of sexual variety that you love so much?”


  “It’s not that bad, but we don’t really get into dominance and submission. And I’m not sure why. But now, what is it? Three years down the road, whatever it’s been, we’re at this horrible impasse.”


  “Enough for you to seek an outside master.”


  “He was hardly a master, and this isn’t about mastery, exactly. I think it’s a little softer than what you and I got involved with.”


  “Perhaps,” he said. He was looking at me now, much as he had years before on that very fateful day when Will first brought me to him. His eyes had a way of inspecting me, as if he could read every thought I had, could see pictures of all my desires clearly written in the expression on my face. He always made me shiver when he did this, and I was shivering now.


  “So, what is this favor?” Reggie said, as he assumed a colder visage, and a haughtier tone of voice. I expected as much, but it was what I would have to endure.


  “Before he left, Will told me that the only penance I could pay was with you. He knows how I don’t want to have anything to do with you again. And I guess he sees my return to you as a gift I could give him that might, in time, prove myself again, and in some measure restore his trust.”


  “How intriguing. I didn’t realize that you abhor me so much.”


  “I don’t think it’s abhor you exactly, in fact, I don’t abhor you at all, I just had enough of our games.” I nervously fidgeted with my hands


  “And so he said you could pay for your offenses by coming to me?”


  “He didn’t exactly say that in so many words. It was the only thing he suggested that might have the remotest chance of changing his mind.”


  “Makes me judge, jury and…implementer?”


  “I guess it does.”


  “And you don’t even know whether it will bring the two of you back together?”


  “No, I don’t. But I’ll do anything to set things straight with him.”


  “Seems Alex, that this was the point when you first came to me. I would help you bring out your desires and accept them, then Will could profit from the treatment. You’re telling me that my methods didn’t really work?”


  “They worked, I just got scared again.”


  Reggie leaned back in his chair and eyed me carefully. “So I just spank your bottom, rather ruthlessly I assume, and send you back to Will, and all’s well?”


  “No, I doubt it’ll be that easy. I have to prove something to him. And I imagine in the process of all this, I need to find a way to bring him back into the picture, where he really belongs.”


  “Quite a favor you’re asking.”


  “I know that.”


  “So why would I want to do it? What’s in it for me?” His smirk was deliciously devious, as if he already knew the answer and just had to watch me squirm while I spelled it out for him.


  “It would be your revenge,” I said. “I left haughty and disdainful of your inadequacy, I return humbled. You can gloat over my inadequacies this time.”


  Reggie smiled, though not at all nastily. That would certainly come later. “You do need to be punished,” he said.


  “Yes.”


  “Like the spoiled little bitch princess that you are, is that right?”


  “Yes, sir.”


  “If I do this, you know I won’t be easy on you?”


  “I understand that.”


  “You’ll have to curb that nasty tongue of yours and submit. You think you can do that? It would appear you’ve had three years practicing how to rip off a man’s balls.”


  “Reggie, you’re being cruel.”


  “I’m being honest.”


  “I’ll do whatever I need to do, Reggie, I’m desperate.”


  “I hope the end result will be worth your trouble, Alex. Will may not care what you do. And you know damned well I’ll demand things of you you’ll find hard to endure.”


  “I wouldn’t expect less. If this is going to work at all, if this is penance I’m paying, Will would demand something very thorough.”


  Reggie nodded. “So will you tell him?” Reggie asked.


  “I suppose you should. He doesn’t even want to talk to me.”


  “Chicken’s way out,” he mused.


  “So will you do this for me?” I asked directly.


  He pursed his lips, tapped his fingers together while I waited for an answer. “Perhaps,” was all he said.


  I hated the way he was making me sweat.


  “You can tell me no more than that?” I asked.


  “Maybe I need to test you, see how sincere you are.” He delighted in stringing me along. I’m sure there were some very nasty thoughts galloping through his brain. I had a feeling I’d feel the effects very shortly.


  Reggie stood up and walked around to the front of his desk, and leaned back against it, looking directly at me with a stare I remember well. Held transfixed by his stunning manner, I sat there wondering what he was thinking. With his arms crossed in front of him, I know he was considering the next move.


  “Alexandra, there’s a leather paddle in the cabinet against that far wall,” he nodded to the enormous credenza behind me. “Go get it.”


  I felt awkward getting up, the way he just stared at me. I managed to make it to the cabinet, finding inside the paddle he wanted hanging conveniently on a hook. It had been a long time since leather had connected with my posterior, and feeling the implement was a perfectly delicious experience. I imagined that this paddle would hurt like hell, though I’d never had anything quite like this applied to my backside. Reggie’s punishments in the past had always been of a different nature, applied with an inventive twist, no two alike. What I was asking for, and what I was apparently getting would be more common and ritualized, like the punishment I’d experienced over Keith’s lap. At least that’s what I thought.


  Handing the paddle to Reggie when I returned, I watched intently the way he held it, the way his hand grasped the heavy leather handle. He had remarkably handsome, powerful looking hands, with just a trace of blond hair on the surface. The picture I saw in front of me was severe; the image of his hand and that leather together would make an indelible imprint on my mind that would last long after this moment.


  “I’ve never spanked you, have I?” Reggie mused aloud.


  “No.”


  “Then it will be a treat for both of us.”


  I smiled meekly, not sure how much of a treat this would really be for me.


  The phone buzzed loudly, interrupting the tense moment. Laying the paddle on the end of his desk, Reggie turned around and answered it. A brief conversation ensued, filled with ‘yes’s’ and ‘no’s’ and a final “I’ll be right there.”


  “Sorry Alex, I’m going to have to take care of a matter that can’t wait.” Without another word, he left the office, with me sitting staring at the paddle as it lay in front of me.


  I had time then to breathe a sigh of relief, though I didn’t doubt he’d be back soon to fulfill the order of the moment.


  Being back in his presence was not as horrible as I imagined it would be. Perhaps I’d created a horror story in my head as the time passed between the present and those months we had together. He was still the charming, arrogant, dominant man I was so wildly attracted to, for the way he was able to draw from me desire that I found so difficult to express. And now he was working his magic again.


  Certainly I’d know this time not to fall in love with him. That kind of response was a silly school girl fantasy that I would not succumb to again. And yet, the idea of being under Reggie’s dominant command once more was exciting me as it had always been. It was even making me wonder where in all this mess Will would be. Wasn’t it for him I was doing it?


  


  Reggie returned to his office with a self absorbed expression on his face. His aspect was curt to the point of being brusque, even rude.


  “Stand up, Alexandra,” he ordered.


  I complied, and found him quickly taking the paddle from his desk and sitting down where I had sat. On the edge of his seat, he pulled me to his side and then over this lap. It all happened so quickly, I wouldn’t appreciate until afterwards the breathtaking intimacy of the position. Oh yes, I’d been over Keith’s lap, but this was something quite different. Reggie was disciplining me for something real, not some imagined thing. He was stern, gruff and seemed genuinely pissed off at me for being unfaithful to his friend Will. Maybe a little bit of morality was peeking out from this typically amoral man.


  “I don’t know whether you’ll thank me or curse me; but you will pay very dearly for your artful deceit. I can imagine the agony you’ve caused Will. We’ll take it out of your ass stroke by stroke by stroke.”


  He pulled up on the hem of my tight skirt, tugging at it until it was bunched around my waist. I was wearing a garter belt, stockings and nothing more. I figured that it would please him to have a well prepared bottom with no underwear to obstruct the application of a punishment; but if Reggie was at all pleased, he certainly didn’t indicate that.


  He was all business. The leather paddle came down on my bottom with a ruthless half dozen smacks. The crack against my flesh was loud, but at least the first smacks of the leather were not painful. In fact, I should say they were warming, sending a lovely wicked feeling through my bottom side. I was instantly grinding my hips against his lap, but that was soon to stop.


  Reggie paddled my bottom with the leather striking at all kinds of odd intervals. Unlike Keith who was so methodical and steady, Reggie laid the punishment on, first in short blasts with the leather literally peppering my ass with quick shots, then with a longer, slower, but infinitely harsher impact.


  At first the leather felt good against my rear; it was a much more satisfying feeling than the stinging hairbrush Keith had used. Yet once Reggie had covered my bottom several times, it didn’t seem to matter what he was using to punish me, the pain was so intense, there was no way to imagine that this was some sexual turn-on. I constantly murmured my protests; though I knew very well Reggie would ignore them. And yet, this seemed my only recourse. The ‘oh nos’ and ‘please stops’ pouring from my mouth were the only way I could endure the pain, which was quickly becoming unbearable.


  The longer he went on, the more I wiggled against him. I was surprised by the sheer strength of the man, never having tested it before. His lap was like granite, and the arm fixed around my waist made the position I was in immovable.


  “Oh Reggie, please!” I finally pleaded with him, thinking he never would end this. I wasn’t even considering that I might be heard outside his office—the embarrassment of that would come later.


  “Alexandra, my dear,” he said, stopping for just a moment. “You’re creating your own torment, the more you struggle with this, the longer I’ll go on.”


  “Oh, please, you don’t mean that?”


  I thought he would laugh at that statement, he was probably smiling to himself. And he certainly wasn’t finished. The welcome pause was followed by a renewed zeal, Reggie laying the leather paddle against my sore ass again and again. He seemed to be determined to take me to some limit; and only he knew what that was.


  Somewhere deep inside, I knew it was only right to yield. Perhaps he was even waiting for that. Once giving in to the pain, it didn’t seem as fierce anymore, even though he continued smacking my blistered bottom again and again. Maybe he lightened because he felt me surrender, or maybe I just didn’t find it as painful anymore. But finally succumbing to him, with any thoughts of full-fledged mutiny vanished, Reggie ended at last.


  When he pushed me from his lap, I was disheartened. I was hoping for some kind of tenderness; but I should have known, that was nearly impossible from Reggie. He’d never been one for sweet nothings and nurturing attention at such moments.


  “It seems you’re in need of a good deal of retraining, my dear Alexandra.”


  I looked down at his severe expression, feeling rather guilty for the way I’d handled myself, when it was me that had started this whole thing. He was quite right.


  “If you don’t surrender yourself any better than this, you’re in for one very long correction.”


  He was genuinely angry with me, and that made me doubly embarrassed. This was certainly not what I’d intended to do, but I wasn’t given the opportunity to discuss it further.


  Reggie quickly rose from the chair. “I have to go, and so will you. If I decide to help you take care of your predicament, I’ll call you. But don’t hold your breath, I may not call at all.”


  “You don’t mean that?” I queried, now very worried that I had blown this chance with him.


  “It all seems rather tedious, my dear, I’m not sure that taking you in hand will do anything for me. You’ll just have to hope I’ll find some reason to enjoy the punishment you suggest. Now get on, I have places to go.”


  I was unceremoniously dismissed. All the while I found myself pushed back in time to when we’d been together before, when he was haughty and arrogant, giving me mere flashes of himself, always making me feel extraordinarily submissive to his designs and his inexplicable needs.


  


  I left the office, walking through the reception area to see his young blonde secretary staring at me. I could sense she’d heard the sounds of my woe rising from Reggie’s office. I expected her to snicker, even just a little, but she didn’t. Instead the young secretary smiled.


  “Is there anything I can get for you?” she said smiling.


  “No, nothing,” I stammered.


  “If it helps at all, you know, you’re not alone,” she said kindly.


  Looking at her face I could see that. She’d been over Reggie’s lap, or at least over a desk at some time. I could see the fact written distinctly on her face.


  


  Reggie made me wait. He made me sweat out the next week, wondering all the while if he would call me back and begin the lengthy punishment necessary to please Will’s sense of justice. I couldn’t be certain, but I really believed that he was bluffing me, when he suggested that the task would be tedious. This was Reggie’s life, his fire. Being dominant to a submissive woman was what drove him. It was what fired any real lust that he had. I couldn’t imagine that he’d decide I was too ‘far gone’ to help anymore. He knew that he could find all kinds of triumph in the attempt, and could still throw me out on my ear if I became too difficult to deal with.


  I thought about the possibilities incessantly. I obsessed on what he might have in mind for me on subsequent sessions. I knew that he would be inventive, dramatic and very severe. That was what made being under Reggie’s domination such exquisite torment. For all the horrors of it, for all the possible pain, there was a delicious mental torture that was fascinating and erotic. I masturbated a dozen times to thoughts of him, my mind filled with possibilities.


  Nine days after our meeting Reggie finally called and ordered me to meet with him again.


  



  

  Chapter Three


  


  Two days after his call, I sat in Reggie’s office as I had nearly two weeks before. This time, he was out when I arrived at the appointed time. His secretary was rather vague about where he was, and when he’d return, so I remained anxiously waiting for him to arrive.


  When Reggie finally entered the room, I was so nervous I could hardly talk; although Reggie saved me from my travail, changing the mood entirely to one much more upbeat that I envisioned.


  “Have you had lunch?” he asked.


  “No,” I said a little bewildered. He took my breath away seeing him dressed in the formal black suit, neat as pin, nothing out of place on this impeccable man. Reggie never had a problem commanding a certain power, but in these clothes it was even more formidable. I felt rather slutty dressed in a short clinging dress. But since he asked me to dress this way, I guess he was pleased; though he didn’t say so.


  “Let’s go then,” he said. Taking me by the hand, he led me through the building, downstairs to his limousine. I was thankful for the quick change, as it gave me a little welcome breathing room. On our ride to the restaurant, I was put at ease by the casual conversation, not a single mention of Will, the punishment, his final decision, or anything else I’d been worrying about over the last couple of weeks.


  The limo stopped at a quaint ‘hole in the wall’ cafe where we dined on the balcony, in the front window looking out on the street below.


  Halfway through my spinach soufflé, Reggie’s deep blue eyes caught mine, and I was instantly transported back into my submissive pose by a haughty cold stare that hadn’t been there before.


  “Are you wearing underwear?” he asked.


  “No, I’m not.”


  “Raise your skirt and sit on your bare ass,” he ordered me.


  This was a command I should have expected, though in the midst of a genteel lunch, it startled me. I obeyed nonetheless, knowing it was just another test like many others I had endured under his training.


  Thankfully, my dress was not so tight that I’d be sitting with it bunched at my waist in order to have my bottom bared on the wooden seat. The short A-line had to be hiked a bit, modest enough to suit me and have the effect Reggie intended. I understood what he was after – a protocol established that would remind me that my bottom was clearly the focus of this meeting.


  “I’ve been thinking,” he began, after a long silence. He spoke in the same stern voice, his eyes not wavering from mine even for an instant. “As much as this comes at a busy time, I’ll take your chastisement as a project. That is, as long as I can expect your compliance to the letter. Any wavering or disobedience and it’s over. I don’t have time to waste on a tentative novice. You should be far beyond that, despite your apparent relapse. You understand?”


  “I do.”


  “So, when I want you, you make arrangements, no questions, no hesitation.”


  “I understand.”


  “I’ll likely do most of this on a whim, when I fancy it, not according to any specific plan.”


  I nodded, knowing that Reggie was creature of his whims, even if on the surface he appeared very calculating. The casual conversation over, Reggie’s reign over me began.


  “Have you talked to Will?” I ventured, when we were nearly finished. The question had been burning in my mind for days.


  “No,” he stated flatly. I knew he was telling the truth, and for that I was disappointed. “If you think I’m going to strike some deal for you with Will, that won’t happen. You’re on your own with him. Tell him what you’re doing, recount to him the details of your sessions, and then I suppose you’ll have to let him decide if this is just penance for your crimes. Frankly, Alex, I’d be surprised if he does take you back. I certainly wouldn’t.”


  “You’re not Will,” I said emphatically.


  “No, I’m not. I’ve tried to be like Will,” Reggie admitted. “But I suppose it’s my fatal flaw, I can’t be that nice to any woman.”


  I wouldn’t tell him so, but I agreed wholeheartedly with his assessment of himself.


  He looked at me rather intently, quizzically, as if he was really taking time to consider my relationship with my ex-lover. “You know my dear, I don’t think you appreciate what sacrifices Will made when he first brought you to me four years ago. Now, to have nothing to show for it, I think it would be frustrating, infuriating.” He shook his head in a gesture of empathy.


  “I’ll have to let Will decide that,” I said.


  “At least you know what you need. A lot of women would never subject themselves to the kind of agony you’ll go through.”


  “Many women don’t know what they need,” I offered.


  “And isn’t that the problem with you? You found out what you need, what your heart and libido and mind desire, and then you immediately turned your back on it.” His statement was accusatory, delivered with a degree of irritation I wasn’t used to from him.


  “Do you think you failed Will?” I asked.


  He chuckled. “I know where you’re leading, but it’s not even a feasible line of questioning. If I’m annoyed by you, it’s because you fail to appreciate your own desires. I’m hardly going to take any responsibility for your failures.”


  “Perhaps it was stupid to suggest that,” I admitted.


  “It was,” he said.


  Moments later, we were back in the limo speeding away through the city, though obscure streets, through the financial district on our way toward the old manufacturing district. Though I was wondering where we were going, it became apparent that a destination was not the point of our drive.


  We sat in facing seats, so we could look easily at each other. I waited while Reggie stared at me from head to toe, a position that was not unfamiliar with him. It was hard to tell what he was thinking. I had automatically raised my skirt when I sat down in the seat, assuming that was what he would want. But it was soon evident that he had something altogether different in mind than what I imagined.


  “On the floor,” he announced. As surprised as I was by the command, I complied. On hands and knees in front of him, I waited for more.


  “You know, Alexandra, your up turned rear has always fascinated me.” He was raising my skirt as he spoke, baring my bottom right there in the limo. I could be thankful that the windows were darkened so that people on the street couldn’t see. This was not completely private however, since the window between us and the driver left Reggie’s chauffeur with a clear view through his rear view mirror. I’d have to forget about that for the next half hour, with much more important things to concentrate on.


  Leaning forward, Reggie’s right hand massaged my ass hard. “Such abuse a good posterior takes.” He ran his hand along the fleshy part of my cheeks, then to the cleft that was already moist. “I gave this quite the treatment I recall, and not a mark. Nothing permanent remains, just the memory. It’s so white and unblemished now.” I could just imagine what he was thinking, what new abuse he’d find to wreck on my poor bottom.


  Reggie backed off for an instant and I couldn’t see what he was doing, especially when he pushed my head to the floor. Seconds later however, I discovered the nature of his pause, when a cool liquid lubricated me deep into my anal cleft. The liquid was rapidly followed by his latex covered fingers probing my rear channel. The first thrust in that tight hole was a shocking jolt. First one finger, then a second gained entrance. Reggie slipped in and out gently, the humiliation of such base sexual taking not lost on me. He knew, despite any protest I might raise, this would stir me as I’d often been before.


  “As I recall, Will likes your ass,” he said.


  “Yes,” I gasped a reply, hardly able to speak. It was certainly true, at Will’s prompting, my anal eroticism had been a focus of my earlier training with Reggie.


  “And have you allowed him the opportunity to have you here?” Reggie asked me.


  “Not often,” I admitted.


  His fingers continued to probe me, going deeper and deeper, bringing me a soft seductive pleasure. I didn’t want him to stop.


  “When was the last time?” he asked me.


  I hesitated to confess the truth.


  “Don’t lie,” he instructed me sternly, knowing why I was reluctant to respond.


  “Likely a year,” I replied.


  His next penetration with his fingers was abrupt, the deepest yet; maybe not by any particular design, though I think it was quite deliberate, a response to my woeful lack of consideration for Will. It was doubly worse when the limo suddenly jerked to a halt.


  “Ouch!” I squirmed with the jarring discomfort.


  “I’ll have to break you in again,” Reggie observed. “I’m surprised Will didn’t leave you before now, you fractious little tart.”


  With a quick jerk, Reggie withdrew his fingers, an act I resented. Once he initially penetrated my rear, I was reminded that I did enjoy such attention. I was clamoring for sexual release, though it would have surprised me if Reggie allowed me any kind of sexual satisfaction.


  I heard the sharp sound of the latex ripped from his hand. With the glove tossed to the floor, he turned his focus to a more immediate requirement, as he began an earnest and vibrant spanking with his bare hand.


  I was astonished.


  Yet, I didn’t have time to think about this very intimate chastisement. Each smack was hard, an instantaneous heat rising on my bottom. He was ruthless, as ruthless as he’d been with the leather paddle. I heard each smack as it vibrated through me and the air around us. I wondered if the driver heard as well as saw my plight. The very idea traversing the streets of the city while my bottom was getting royally spanked was a stunning thought in itself. Reggie’s hand covered my backside everywhere, with my ass cheeks swaying lewdly at his feet. They were raised high above my head, which made Reggie’s job all the more easy.


  He laid several swats against my upper thighs, as ruthless as ones against my fleshier cheeks. I howled – it burned like hell. Others smacks landing on the side of my ass were equally painful. Everywhere my rear was not covered with a natural cushion hurt the most, and he knew it.


  “Ouch! Please!” I wailed. I wasn’t proud at all anymore. I know the driver must have heard me. I was livid, enraged, this hurt so bad.


  “Hush!” Reggie answered me harshly.


  Though I didn’t stop my protests. “Enough please!” I tried once more.


  But Reggie was adamant. My poor bottom must have been scarlet. It felt like a flame had been lit in me that would never go out.


  When he paused for a moment, I knew he wasn’t done. He was moving around behind me. I heard a quick discernible snap of something.


  “What are you doing?” I asked.


  “Hush,” Reggie replied. “Keep your head down, or I’ll start over.


  I felt something at my bottom and realized he now held a thin instrument in his hand. If I was to guess, it was some kind of baton, a small cane of sorts. Whatever, it was reed-like, thin, and likely designed to make a vicious kind of cut on my ass.


  “Oh, no please don’t, I’m not ready for this, not yet,” I pleaded. There were tears in my eyes as I imagined the kind of sensation that this horrid thing would create.


  “Since when does a submissive rule the master?” Reggie reminded me. “You’re behaving very badly, especially for a woman who asked for this.”


  The first cut whisked through the air and landed in the center of my already punished cheeks.


  “Yeeeeawwww!”


  “You’re too soft,” he said.


  Another cut landed on my bottom and I could swear it was right over the top of the first one.


  “Please no more!” I begged him. I wiggled my rear trying to get away. I even thought of just bolting from the submissive pose, but that would be violating my agreement with him. Verbal protests certainly shouldn’t count, though I imagine even then I was treading on thin ice. I’d protested enough.


  “You’ll take another six,” he announced. “That’s two more than I initially intended… . just because you’re behaving so badly.”


  Reggie emphasized his point applying two cuts, one right after another, above and below the first ones.


  “Ouch!” I howled, but there was neither time or words to frame my protest. At least I was half way through.


  The swish was terrible, the cut worse yet. My burning bottom could hardly take more.


  “I hate this!” I roared, as I waited for the final three.


  “Good,” Reggie replied. The sixth cut landed low. I sobbed, hoping for compassion, though I should have been smart enough to know it would never be forthcoming. The last two cuts I relinquished myself. My fate sealed, I had no choice. My own free will. I asked for this!


  The seventh and eighth cuts were over quickly. I’m not sure it was a signal of some empathy from Reggie that they were softer than the others; but I willingly took them without protest.


  Done, I collapsed completely.


  There was an incredible silence inside the limo. I could hear the sounds of the street, honking horns, the swish of traffic, while I felt the sensuous rumbling of the limousine as we continued this bizarre journey.


  Bringing me back to reality, I looked up to see Reggie moving in his seat, replacing the collapsible cane in his coat pocket. Absurdly, I wondered if he always carried it around just in case there was some naughty behind to discipline—“you never know”. It was almost laughable, except that I was still on the floor, still waiting for another command. Finally, I pulled myself to my knees and sat back on my heels humbly before him.


  He reached down and put his hand to my chin, and lifted it.


  “So now, how does it feel?”


  “Warm, very warm,” I managed to say through my yet descending tears.


  “And you’re aroused?”


  “Yes.” I couldn’t deny it. The afterglow always had that effect, making punishment such a crafty tool of a dominant man. Why it does this is still a minor mystery to me—minor only because I don’t bother much to question it anymore.


  “You remember then why you do this,” he said.


  The erotic desire was pounding through me. I wanted release. Not with Reggie, I wanted Will; I wanted his comforting arms around me, I’d even take him being dominant with me now. Strange that I felt this way, when I had expended so much energy trying to keep Will and this kind of submission separate.


  I knew Reggie would leave me longing. Oh, I could easily have given myself to him; but I knew that wouldn’t happen. Reggie always found it easy to separate sex and punishment, even though I never could.


  He still held my chin as if I were a child. My bared bottom was still resting on my legs, as I felt its warmth make me sexually ravenous.


  “So, Alexandra. I’ll find you when I want you next, readily available?”


  “Yes sir.”


  “And, I hope, a little more compliant.” He raised his eyebrows in judgment of the fit I’d thrown.


  “I’ll do my best.”


  “I hope so.”


  The limo stopped. Either it was miraculous timing, or Reggie had this prearranged, so that we would stop at this very instant. It was the sudden end of this session.


  “We’re at the corner across from my office. I trust you can make your way to your car from here?”


  “Yes, certainly,” I replied.


  “I had just enough time to pull down my skirt before the driver opened the door. I was still at Reggie’s feet, and blushed to have this stranger see me like this, though he’d likely seen even more through the revealing rear view mirror.


  “Hope you enjoyed your lunch,” Reggie said.


  I smiled softly as I was helped from the car.


  It was a shock standing on the city street with cars whizzing by. In one world, suddenly jerked into another, I was too flustered to move for some time. I watched as Reggie’s limo drove off. For an instant, I thought I must be standing there bare ass to the world; though reaching around, I found my dress exactly where it belonged, covering my well punished bottom.


  I was a little wobbly as I walked toward the parking garage. Automatically I pulled my dress up as I climbed into the seat of my car, so I could rest my warm red rear on the leather. Relishing the heavenly feeling, I caught myself wondering when I’d see him next.


  But I was just slightly worried that once again I’d placed too much emphasis on my ruthless dominant, and not enough on the purpose of my submission.


  



  

  Chapter Four


  


  “Are you ready?”


  I looked at Reggie standing in the doorway of my apartment, looking fresh as the new day, neat as a pin in his crisp blue shirt and blue jeans. For the occasion he also wore his charming genteel grin, the dangerous one that more than once tricked me into thinking the man had some degree of real affection for me.


  “Ready? For what?”


  “Our shopping trip,” he said.


  “What shopping trip?”


  “The one you obviously need.” He invited himself inside, with no further explanation. Brushing past me he even gave me an unexpected peck on the cheek.


  “My, you’re cheery,” I said. I was still dressed in my robe, a coffee mug in my hand. I was trembling too, seeing Reggie in ‘my space.’ He’d never been inside my humble surroundings, ones that I had just so recently shared with Will. To my dismay, Will had removed every trace of himself that he could find, quite a task considering that this had once been his apartment, and I’d moved in with him.


  “You dressed underneath that?” he asked, nodding at my robe. He was sitting back casually on my couch, acting as if he owned the place. I was sure he was going to make me open my robe which would reveal my naked body.


  “No,” I said.


  “Wear something short today, you need to be accessible.”


  “Yes, of course,” I agreed as if it were unnecessary for him to say so. The fact that he was sitting in my living room still seemed absurd to me. I could have protested, made up some imaginary event that would prevent my attendance at his command performance, but the truth was, I had the day totally free. There was nothing to command my time other than laundry, a little house cleaning, and a novel I’d been wanting to finish.


  “Retreating to the bedroom, I quickly found a red shift dress with long sleeves, a round neckline and a very short skirt. It fit tightly around my hips, and should certainly please him. Assuming this was another chapter in my ongoing punishment, I wore nothing else but a bra. He asked for accessible, this was scandalous. Quickly brushing my hair back into a voluminous ponytail, I touched up my face with some light make-up, then found my black pumps, sure Reggie would insist on high heels.


  Hoping for some indication of his approval, I was disappointed to find him coolly detached observing my attire, and totally non-committal. I assumed it was pleasing though because he didn’t ask me to change.


  In the car, this time his yellow Porsche, we sat side by side, Reggie practically able to view my pussy, the way the skirt rode up high on my thighs. I took a deep breath and tried to relax, though under the conditions, relaxing with Reggie was a near impossibility.


  “I think you’ll really appreciate this excursion,” he declared, as we roared erratically through the city streets. “You do like antiques, don’t you? I noticed several lovely ones in your apartment.”


  “I do, but why antiques today?” I asked.


  As I spoke, he pulled up at an antique store in the midst of a quaint city neighborhood, where the only other businesses were a corner grocery, a dry cleaners, and a small cafe.


  Reggie had not answered the question, but instead hopped from the car and graciously opened my door for me. I’m sure he got quite a look up my skirt as I struggled to rise; though he said nothing.


  Escorting me into the shop, I was as instantly transported to another time with musty smells and the pungent fragrance of old things greeting me. There was a bell on the door to announce our presence to an elderly proprietor, a jaunty man with a twinkle in his gray eyes. I imagine he was once a very dapper gentleman, still very well dressed. I would have expected someone more ‘frumpy’ than this shopkeeper.


  “Ah! Mr. Harold, I’m glad you could make it.”


  “Did you find the things I asked for?” Reggie asked.


  The old man’s eyes lit brightly again. “Ah yes. I try always to have a few tools of the trade in the shop. You’d be surprised how many people ask for such things these days.” The man turned and slowly made his way between two ancient wardrobes, past several other pieces of antique furniture, all laden with fine glassware and china. I could have stopped and inspected the fascinating wares a dozen times along the way, but it was obvious that we were here for a specific purpose, casual browsing not an option.


  It seemed the shop went on forever as we followed the old man on his winding path through the maze of treasures he had displayed there. At last, reaching a plain three drawer chest, he stopped. Turning, he looked first at Reggie, then at me, then at Reggie again. “For the lady’s discipline?” he asked, looking me in the eye.


  “Yes,” Reggie replied.


  I was still bewildered by the journey, though I wasn’t particularly surprised when the old man opened the top drawer and pulled out a smooth lean punishment paddle.


  “This was an old reform school implement,” he said, handing the dreadful thing to Reggie. Eighteen inches long and three inches wide, made of hard wood. Reggie ran his hand along the smooth surface, a dozen coats of shellac and regular use had made the surface like glass, almost soft looking. Though I imagined I’d find it hard and unforgiving. I thought of a one room school house, this hanging on the wall for wayward students to contemplate. A reform school? That had even more ominous connotations. Of course, if anyone is supposed to be ‘reformed,’ it was me. Perhaps that was the point.


  “Have you had one of these laid on your bottom?” Reggie turned to ask me.


  “No,” I whispered my reply.


  “Then, we’ll test it.”


  Test, I wondered silently.


  “What else do you have?” Reggie asked.


  “There are standard hairbrushes,” the man offered.


  “No,” Reggie said firmly. “This one isn’t so conventional that a hairbrush would do on her behind.”


  The old man nodded, while I stood back, noting the way these two men could talk so easily about my fate.


  “Then perhaps she should be punished with a razor strop. I always found it a most compelling implement.” Reaching down, he pulled out a drawer at the bottom of the chest. Reaching deep inside, his hand withdrew the leather strop, a wild looking thing some three feet long, the leather very supple.


  I shivered instantly. Something out of a fantasy, the real thing looked easily as ominous as anything my imagination could create. I love leather. I suppose this might be the ultimate discipline tool, steeped in historical lore, it held a fascination all its own.


  “Of course Mr. Harold, the finest correction requires a cane.” From yet another drawer his chest of treasures, he pulled out the thin vile looking instrument. He whisked the thing through the air with a sharp stroke, a well practiced one at that. I jerked back instantly, as if my repulsion would mean something important to these two men. I imagined the man was quite an accomplished disciplinarian, the snap of his wrist as flawless as if he were a youthful man of twenty-five. And Reggie’s enchanted gaze was frightful. He made certain that I didn’t miss it.


  I’d like to try these out,” Reggie announced.


  The old man’s eyes glimmered. “Certainly, you can both get a better appreciation of the effects with some firsthand experience. I think there’s room back here to work.”


  With Reggie holding the strap, paddle, and the cane, we followed the proprietor deeper into his shop, to a place that was conveniently open for the task at hand. We were surrounded by more of the old man’s wares, but there was plenty of space for Reggie to work. I knew without going any further that this was far more than a test.


  “Over the table?” the old man suggested. “Or maybe you’d have her across your lap?”


  “Not over the lap for these,” Reggie said. “They require more distance between me and her ass.”


  The man nodded, agreeing.


  “Bend over the table,” he turned to me, and motioned to a table set against the wall. I eyed the hefty oak piece with some consternation. It looked to hit me at mid thigh, so much lower than a dining table. My rear end would be raised high and prominent. Following his instructions, I bent over, with my arms tucked to my chest and resting on the table. My dress pulled up automatically, so with no effort at all the greater part of my rear end was exposed.


  “Mr. Winningham, perhaps you’d like to begin,” Reggie suggested. I could just imagine the look on the old man’s face with the sudden opportunity to punish my bottom.


  “So, she’s been misbehaving?” he asked.


  “Brazenly so,” Reggie said. “Haven’t you, Alexandra?”


  “Yes, sir,” I replied.


  “And you deserve all three implements today?” he inquired.


  “Yes, sir.” I couldn’t believe I was agreeing to this, though there was the allure of the moment, wondering how each implement would affect my rear. And of course, there was my seductive attraction to pain and the sexual desire that would surely follow.


  “You’re practically begging for this, aren’t you?” he continued. He stood next to me, his hand on my back, his words falling on me gently as if he was granting me some magnanimous favor. I assumed the question was rhetorical.


  “Alexandra is being punished for adultery,” Reggie informed the old man.


  “Reggie!” I tried to object. Adultery was for married people, not me.


  He pushed me down firmly, answering my protest in a steely voice. “My charge here has flagrantly broken the trust of the man that loves her. I think adultery is the only apt description of her crime.”


  “Then she should be dealt with severely,” Mr. Winningham agreed. “If you don’t mind, I’d prefer to lay on the paddle, and perhaps a few cuts of the cane.”


  I couldn’t see Reggie’s reply, but I’m sure he agreed. He further lifted the hem of my dress so that my ass was entirely exposed. His hand probed my backside for some moments, massaging my cheeks, his fingers then prodding deeply into my anal cleft. Then he resumed the massage and I began to sway against his offending hand relishing the desire it raised in me.


  “I want this ass on fire,” he said, and he squeezed my ass cheeks as if they were clay. “You remember how you used to punish your disobedient submissives?”


  “I remember well,” the man replied.


  “Then let her feel that kind of wrath. She’ll thank us both in the end.”


  Hearing him talk, I was so weak with fear that my legs were like jelly.


  Reggie moved away and stood back to eye my ass, as the old man stepped forward to begin.


  “Ten with the paddle,” he suggested.


  “Whatever suits you. Alexandra will be going nowhere until this is finished. She asked me to punish her soundly for her transgressions. She won’t flee. You have free reign.”


  With my eyes closed, I waited for the first blow to strike, wondering what the impact of the paddle would do to my rear end.


  My answer was not long in coming.


  The paddle landed with a stinging sharp smack. I jerked and moaned something unintelligible. And then a soft penetrating warmth began to rise on my bottom.


  A second blow followed the first, and then successive blows until I thought, by my internal count, that Mr. Winningham had at last reached ten. It was instantly apparent that this fierce disciplinarian was not stopping with the initial ten. He laid on what would be another ten, though I’m not sure if I was capable of counting accurately. The sensation that began as warmth, quickly turned into a stinging burn as the repeated strikes from the school paddle were generating that fire that Reggie wanted.


  “Oh, please stop,” I began my pleas. I didn’t want to say a word. I knew I shouldn’t protest, but it hurt so badly, I couldn’t stop myself.


  “Such a fine blush,” I heard the man exclaim. He laid another good solid smack against my bottom. He was ruthless, and had certainly not lost his touch.


  At one point, he backed off. “Shall I?” he asked Reggie, referring to something that eluded me, if only for a moment. Whatever Reggie’s response was, a crack of the paddle landed with the same ruthless zeal, this time across the top of my thighs.


  “Oh! Gawd!” I gasped. My bottom was one thing, my thighs something else. I wiggled madly, as if my wild dance could take away the excruciating pain.


  “Calm yourself,” Reggie snapped. “Mr. Winningham, another three on her thighs,” he gave the brusque order, obviously disappointed with me.


  I was petrified the instant he announced that horrible sentence, though I didn’t have much time to contemplate the inevitable, as the next crack landed right on top of the first.


  “Yeeeeeeaouch!” My wail must have shook the whole building.


  The next landed right after, and another, louder wail pierced the air. I jerked more, not paying any attention to Reggie’s edict, and then cried all the more when the last of the four fierce blows stung my upper legs.


  I collapsed against the table. Surely this was over, at least this part of my travail.


  To my relief, the two men backed off admiring Mr. Winningham’s handiwork, while I allowed my tears to flow. I couldn’t hold them back anymore. My hands were wet, and I tasted the salty tang on my lips.


  “You have a very unruly brat here,” Mr. Winningham observed. “She needs a few weeks worth of punishment, at the very least to curb her flagrant defiance. I envy you your task.”


  That gentle little man with the twinkle in his eye suddenly looked like a demon in my mind. If only I had the opportunity to tell him so. My heart was speaking angrily, but I was bound to remain silent.


  “She’s paying dearly for her indiscretions,” Reggie assured the man. “Believe me, we’re hardly finished.”


  I was thankful for the breather, but I knew before long, the remaining two implements would be tested on my posterior in the same way that the paddle had been.


  I don’t recall how long it was, perhaps just minutes, or maybe even a half hour, but when I suddenly felt a tugging at my hand, I was shaken from the uncertain peace. Reggie was pulling me to my feet. Surprised by the abrupt turn, I wondered if he might be ending the session.


  We were standing close. He still held my hand, and the force of his commanding presence made me weak. This was as complete a dominance of me as he’d ever had. We were so close as to feel each other’s breath. The tingling body to body sensation made me wish his hands would reach out and touch me tenderly, and bring the erotic stimulation brewing inside me to some finishing edge.


  “Your bottom burns,” he acknowledged.


  “Yes,” I answered, though now, it hardly burned at all. He was still holding my hand ever so lightly, as his eyes held me transfixed.


  “And you need to be punished more?” he asked, though there was little question in his statement.


  “Yes.” I found myself answering affirmatively, unable to deny the desire that reached from that unknown place somewhere in my depths, and bursting free made my skin feel prickly, waiting to be satisfied by more pain.


  “I’m going to strap your ass severely, and will follow it with the cane,” he told me in a cold dark voice. “You’ll bear this as the good submissive you once were. Remember, Alexandra, you came to me with your need. I’m simply giving you what you want. Don’t forget why this has to happen.” It was a gentle admonishment, but his words cut clear to my soul. His eyes lingered long, longer than the echo of his words falling on my ears.


  “Yes sir,” I replied with a whisper.


  “Don’t make this harder than it has to be,” he suggested.


  “Yes, sir,” I replied.


  What passed between us bonded us together, that compelling thing that drove me to him and him to me. I’ve never been able to reason our relationship; but something felt comfortable in my submission to him. Perhaps there were no expectations but the surrender. That was all I could ever have or want from him, and we both enjoyed what that meant.


  With a kind hand he guided me over the table again, my naked upturned rear awaiting his further punishment. I resolved to take this with more courage than I’d shown so far.


  Choosing the strap, he wasted no more time with words. The instrument flew through the air landing squarely on my behind. I jolted but didn’t wiggle away, nor did I cry out. Another stroke landed, and I felt my bottom begin to burn again. What had subsided to a soft warm glow became painfully heated.


  The strap continued to land with great efficiency. I gasped and moaned, but found the pain much more pleasurable than the paddle. Something about the leather I think; and about Reggie’s delivery. By design, he was not administering punishment as fiercely as he might. If I wriggled at all, it was from the erotic passion he unleashed in me. However, after some minutes of the welcome treatment, the tenor of the punishment began to change. The strokes commenced fast and ruthless until he reached a peak with an alarming flourish.


  I cried out unable to hold back any longer.


  “NO MORE PLEASE!” My voice rose into the air, impassioned and woe.


  Beyond erotic pleasure now, the burn was as fierce as it had earlier been with the paddle. How could he expect me not to raise a complaint?


  “I’d suggest you hush,” he told me in a civil tone. “I can go on a long time. I wonder if you can.”


  I quieted, smothering my protests as Reggie lay on the blows ever more efficiently. Each one seemed worse than the one before. Reggie finally stopped, just before I was about to collapse against the table, an act that would have made him furious.


  The sudden quiet was remarkable.


  “You’ll take eight cuts of the cane when we return, four from me, four from Mr. Winningham. You can think about your recklessness until we’re ready. I suggest Alexandra, that you remember what you are about. This dishonesty of yours does nothing but hurt you, and I’m not speaking in the physical sense. This is only a symbolic gesture, certainly your heart is suffering from your duplicity. Will certainly deserves to be treated with respect, not contempt.”


  He left with that thought lingering in my mind. The shame of my transgressions spelled out so boldly, would continue to come back to haunt me. I found it strange, Reggie teaching me lessons in morality. Rarely had I felt such judgment from him. He’d taught me of my submissive nature, and though he denied it when we first met this time, I still wondered if he felt some responsibility for my lack of discipline and honesty with Will.


  Left alone still bending over the old table, I had some time to ponder my situation. My ass end was likely quite a shade of crimson at the finish of the punishment; but that crimson was also likely fading with each second that passed. I breathed deeply trying to settle myself in anticipation of that dreadful cane. When Reggie and Mr. Winningham finally returned, I felt a welcome breeze further cool the fire on my once flaming cheeks. I had no desire to endure what was to follow, but at least the caning signaled the end to this chapter in my atonement.


  “Since Mr. Winningham has been so kind as to procure these instruments, he’ll take the first cuts,” Reggie announced.


  I’d never endured the fierceness of a cane, though my imagination could easily conjure all sorts of horrors it might inflict. Waiting seemed far worse than the punishment itself would be, though it wasn’t long before I discovered how wrong I was.


  I sensed the shop proprietor move close to my backside, while Reggie waited some distance away. The man gently tapped my rear with the instrument as if to prepare me for what was to follow. What a deceiving sign that gentle tapping turned out to be. Seconds later, I heard a soft swish, and then felt a sharp pain as he landed the first searing cut. It nearly knocked me from my feet, which made me thankful that I was leaning against the sturdy table. Mr. Winningham was efficient. The following three strokes landed one after another, each with the same sharp pain shooting rocketing through me. All the pain I felt before came angrily roaring back. My immediate thought was to bolt, but that was out of the question. I asked for this and I would get through it.


  Mr. Winningham’s final cut sent me into a fit of dancing and jiggling and vibrant cries. The old man was done, but there were still four left from Reggie.


  “Oh, please no! Haven’t I had enough?”


  Reggie moved to my side and put his hand on my ass to settle me.


  “You need me to double the count?”


  “No!”


  “Then settle down.” He was stern, like an admonishing father.


  “Sorry.”


  He returned to the proper position. “You’ll have to take a look at your ass when this is over, see what it’s willing to take.” My bottom must have been quite a sight. Likely there were little marks from the previous punishment as well as those from the cane.


  I was glad that Reggie would finish this. Though Mr. Winningham’s punishment had been quite effective, there was something personal, more intimate in a caning from Reggie. No one knows me the way he does, perhaps not even my frustrated Will.


  Stepping back, he delivered the first cut with the savage implement landing on my bottom with a zeal equal to Mr. Winningham’s. For the life of me, I don’t understand why, but it seemed that the quality of the cut was different from the others, as if some degree of caring was involved. Did I really feel some affection from Reggie, or did I just hope to?


  The second cut was as vicious as the others and I yowled loudly. The only good thing was that there were just two left. My body was bursting with desire. Even as terrible as this was, I could not escape a feeling of satisfaction sweeping through me. I cried loudly with the third cut, and then again with the fourth. The end proved to be cathartic and my tears flowed again.


  “Stand up,” he ordered, not allowing me to collapse against the table, even for a second.


  I struggled to my feet and turned around to meet him face to face. I tugging at my dress, wanting to cover my aching behind. Tears streamed down my cheeks, but they were ignored as I looked at Reggie’s stern expression. I wondered if he was really displeased with me or if this was just part of the game he played so well.


  He reached around laying his hand on my bottom while his eyes bore into me.


  “Don’t let yourself forget this too quickly.”


  I nodded.


  I wish I knew what he was thinking, but he said no more.


  “Mr. Winningham,” Reggie changed his tone for the spry shopkeeper, who was still standing off to one side as he viewed the scene.


  “Yes, Mr. Harold,” he answered.


  “These will do.” Picking up all three punishment implements, he handed them to the man. “Wrap them up and have them sent to the address on my card. And thank-you Damon for your assistance.” He flashed the man a genuine smile, and taking me by the hand, he led me from the shop. Just that quickly it was over, and all the fine pleasurable feelings I often feel at the end of punishment were working their miracles on my brain and body, making me think that it wasn’t all that bad.


  


  My poor bottom was hardly happy sitting naked on the seat of Reggie’s Porsche. The dress naturally rode up when I sat down, and I didn’t try to pull it back in place. At first, the leather was cool, then it became annoying, sticking to the raw red surface of my skin, adding more insult, especially when I tried to squirm.


  “Your discomfort is showing,” Reggie remarked.


  “What do you expect?” I replied. My retort was more caustic than it should have been.


  “You’re actually lucky that I didn’t go on longer. Perhaps I should have. It might have knocked the sass out of your voice.”


  I didn’t reply. Anything I said would be the wrong thing. The rest of the way back to my apartment we rode in silence. The depth of my punishment was so remarkable, it would take some time for me to appreciate what I was enduring to save my relationship with Will. All this, and no certainty that Will would even care. Maybe it wasn’t just for him that I was surrendering.


  When the Porsche pulled up in front of my building, the car stopped with a jerk.


  “I’ll be disciplining you within the next few days, perhaps tonight, don’t plan anything that might interfere.”


  He left me under the blanket of icy coldness I was accustomed to from Reggie, though I really needed something more than this brusque chill. Unfortunately, if it was comfort that I wanted, I’d have to get it from myself. Certainly Reggie wasn’t going to provide me with a shoulder to lean on or a handkerchief for my tears.


  



  

  Chapter Five


  


  I’ve spent many hours submissively waiting for Reggie. He always calls the shots, everything done on his capricious timetable. The anxiety fuels my desire and raises my emotions to a peak, so I can’t take my mind off the great impending ‘whatever.’ I can never imagine things the way they turn out. There are always surprises to wonder over, and fears to try and lay to rest.


  He told me not to plan my time in anticipation of his next appearance. With that thought in my mind, my weekend was ruined. There was little I could do but obsess on the possibilities. I’m sure Reggie knew this and was chuckling to himself.


  On Sunday afternoon, I settled into my comfy chair, watched some mindless TV, then picked up a volume of spanking stories I ordered on-line. I thought the choice appropriate for the moment.


  I thumbed through pages without really settling on anything to read; the stories didn’t quite match the intensity of my experience. Reggie wasn’t an authoritarian husband, not even a commanding lover; though he did feel quite free to take liberties with my body. His intimate knowledge of my sexual needs defied any normal man/woman relationship.


  Picking up the collection of spanking novellas, I paged through that, looking for scenes that would speak to me, maybe explain what was going on and why. Had any woman had the same experience that I had? Was there some ‘sister’ in this bizarre universe of fetish lovers that knew how I felt right then?


  I was about to give up my search, when I began one curious story, starting to read in the middle, not the beginning. It was called Awkward Friends. The title seemed perfectly apropos, certainly my friendship with Reggie was awkward. The thought made me smile, maybe I’d found a companion within this novella


  


  “I’m surprised you showed up,” he said.


  “I can’t help myself,” the auburn-haired woman replied. She couldn’t hold her head too high and act too proud, not considering what she was asking. “You will do this for me?” she said with some insistence.


  She had waited a long time to be spanked, and she refused to wait any longer. This man would grant her wish, if she could in the least determine her fate.


  Fate was shining down on her. Destiny catching up with her need.


  “You realize that I’m stern with a paddle, most eager with a strap, and ruthless with the cane. My submissives have no choice but to comply.”


  “I expect nothing less,” she answered, tossing the long auburn hair back over her shoulder. One lock lingered against her black sweater. Her bright lips defined a wide mouth that could grin broadly, though this was not a time for smiles. “I need this,” she added. He sat there looking into her eyes, while he was making his decision.


  He pushed away from his desk and stood up. Opening a cabinet against the wall, he pulled out a heavy wooden paddle and laid it on the desk.


  “I favor the woodshed,” he said formally. His voice was clipped, the attitude reminding her of many years of punishment at the hand of a stern father.


  


  My cunt warmed just reading these words. That stern father routine was like nothing I’d experienced, but it was everything I’d fantasized about. Was this how I felt about Reggie?


  


  She nodded at his announcement.


  He took off his coat and hung it on the back of his chair. She watched him unbutton the cuffs of his starched white shirt and roll up the sleeves almost to his elbows, with a precision reminiscent of the man that had punished her as a child. She needed this re-enactment, she felt her pounding heart all through her body, especially between her legs, where this curious fascination always played out.


  Picking up the paddle with a steady grip, he motioned the submissive woman to the office door and followed her out. She waited for him in the foyer, not knowing where they would be going, which one of the many doors they would be using to exit the man’s massive home. When he took the lead, she followed him through a narrow hallway and out a swinging back door into the faded evening light. There was a single light burning over the door of an old brown shack at the back of the property. The rickety entrance lent an old-fashioned air to the proceedings, as if the two were turning back the clock to a time when this practice was not so unusual.


  The woman looked the part of some 1940’s youth. Her calf length wool skirt and matching cardigan reminded him of times when he’d taken undisciplined school girls to the shed to encourage more proper behavior. He could only imagine this woman’s crimes, thinking that they had to do with the lewd way he’d seen her sway her round rear end. The conservative clothes were likely just a costume hiding a flagrant brat that smoked and drank and let young men take liberties with her shapely body.


  Her choice of conservative attire was amusing in itself, for her generous bosom was all the more defined in the smooth sweater; and the skirt’s tight fitting style clung to the curves of her hips and gently moving bottom.


  “Remove the skirt,” he told her.


  “Remove it?” she asked, nervously.


  He didn’t honor her question with a response, expecting her to follow instructions, not question them.


  She saw this in his eyes, and unbuttoning the skirt, she lowered it to her feet and then placed it atop the dusty workbench. A satin slip remained making her jiggling bottom all the more observable to his gaze.


  


  My mind followed the tale easily as if I’d lived though this very act a thousand times. I expected the slip to be dispensed with, but I was wrong.


  


  “You’ll bend over and grasp the post,” the man informed her, referring to the rough hewn beam in the center of the shed. To hold on to the post required bending over a table that made her rear jut out prominently. She followed his instructions with a pounding heart and her doing crazy flip flops. She leaned in, grabbed the post, and made her buttocks readily available for punishment.


  She felt his hand reach down to pull up her slip, which he tucked into her sweater out of his way. Then he proceeded to lower the yellow panties, the last impediment to a fully exposed rear end.


  Once his eyes had savored the sight of her luscious globes of jiggling flesh, he picked up the paddle, and pushing up the shirt sleeve of his punishment arm, again, he brought his arm back, then leveled the paddle at the center of those quivering cheeks.


  She let out a loud gasp, as the paddle connected with its target.


  Waiting was worth the sensation that resulted. The place of impact burned instantly with a fire that rose like an angry storm. The resulting satisfaction was instantaneous. With the next stroke there was the same response. Each successive smack of the unforgiving wood was laid on in equal measured time, as if a metronome was ticking in the back of his mind. In time, the sensations of pleasure gave way to pain, a horrible pain. The auburn haired woman and her disciplinarian experienced the punishment of by gone days, as if they’d just escaped to that forgotten time. That too was significant, this was a complex passion.


  


  I stopped reading, needing no more help picturing the moment in my mind, my imagination could take over from this point. I didn’t need the words to capture the feelings in my aroused body and take them to a climax; but there was some satisfaction in reading this woman’s story that so clearly paralleled my own.


  My sexual needs burst, one great raging raw place between my legs demanding relief. I leaned back and fingered myself, jumping in my mind from the auburn haired woman to a creation of my own imagination, to Reggie with his perfectly groomed countenance gazing in judgment at me with those icy blue eyes and a trace of a smirk in the expression on his lips.


  I took a detour in the flight of submissive fantasy to imagine his next punishment turning into a moment of breathtaking climax. I felt his hand with some unplanned affection bringing me to orgasm in measured strokes, as controlled as the painful punishment that brought me to the edge.


  With thoughts and desires raging madly through me, I came quickly, but lingered long, until I drifted away mindlessly, letting my body please my mind and soul.


  



  

  Chapter Six


  


  To find Reggie at my door for the second time in as many days was astounding to me. I suspected he might schedule our next rendezvous before the weekend was over; though I was not altogether pleased that I’d be punished again so soon. The ass cheeks he’d prevailed upon so well the morning before were still tender. In a couple of places there were faint marks from the cane; though it had been a surprise to me that a day later there was so little evidence of the punishment.


  Funny, my first thought on seeing him at my door again …” Does he ever show dirt? The crazy question dashed through my fevered brain as his handsome appearance shocked me one more time.


  “Good,” I’m glad you’re expecting me,” he announced when he saw me on the other side of the door. No other introduction seemed necessary.


  “Was I expecting you?” I said.


  “You didn’t go anywhere, did you?”


  “Do I usually Sunday night?” I snapped sarcastically.


  “You want to snap at me, I’ll make this personal,” he warned. There was a familiar twitch in his jaw, showing displeasure with my flippancy.


  “I already thought it was personal,” I answered, maintaining my jaunty tone of voice. It gave me some measure of control not being too submissive at the start; though I could see by Reggie’s expression that I’d better not push too hard.


  “You’re going to have me here?” I asked, as he walked past me into my living room with a purposeful air in his stride.


  He didn’t answer, but set down an overnight bag on the carpet. I assumed he didn’t plan to spend the night, and I watched him curiously as he opened the zipper, and withdrew some sophisticated video recording equipment.


  “What are you doing?” I asked.


  “A little something for posterity.”


  “You’re not going to record this?”


  He looked up at me and smiled. “You should find the possibilities intriguing, given your appetite for good lusty theatre.”


  “What are you going to do with it?” I’d imagined him putting me through many trials, but never this!


  “That’s my concern, Alexandra, not yours.”


  He was careful with his task, setting up the tripod, fixing the camera to it, and then toying with the focus and lighting, so that it was exactly what he wanted.


  “Go put on a garter belt, stockings and some slutty bra,” he ordered me, as if he suddenly found my peering eyes annoying. He waved me off with his hand while he continued to adjust the complex looking camera.


  I knew how to dress for him, though I wondered what else I was dressing for, how many other eyes would see me receive whatever punishment he had in store for me. I hated the fact that this was arousing me.


  Being photographed in sexual positions was one turn-on that Will and I enjoyed. He’d made several movies of me, and had taken dozens of pictures. But never had he photographed me in any stage of punishment—likely because he never punished me, not in the way Reggie did.


  I found a rose colored bra, garter belt and stockings. Vain as I am, I wanted to look good for the video recording. A pair of beige spike heels, a little fresh make-up, and I looked like some man’s wet dream, even though I was horribly self conscious. Not that Reggie hadn’t seen me in all states of dress and undress, not that he hadn’t previously orchestrated all kinds of sexual exploits for me as his submissive; this was something altogether different with my reddened rear about to become the focal point for another kind of pornographic movie.


  When I returned to the living room, he looked up at me, and smiled vaguely.


  “I’m glad I don’t have to instruct you how to dress. At least that’s something you didn’t forget how to do.” He stared at my crotch. There were no panties to hide me, just the few wisps of pubic hair trimmed into a neat triangle.


  “You taught me well,” I answered politely.


  He chuckled. “Seems I taught you only what you wanted to learn,” he answered back. Though he didn’t sound sarcastic, the dig was obvious.


  “Maybe you should charge admission,” I suggested lightly, observing the way he tinkered with his equipment.


  “You’re having a problem with this, aren’t you?”


  “No more than usual, maybe I’m just more vocal about it. I was a much more cowering submissive four years ago.”


  “You’re more bratty now, yes, and hardly submissive at all.”


  It was strange to hear him use the adjective ‘bratty’ to describe me. It sounded parental and condescending, and all I could think of was the story I’d read. Reggie was the ‘hired’ disciplinarian; and I the auburn haired woman in the story, finding myself aroused by the whole damned scene.


  “I don’t ever remember you calling me bratty,” I said.


  “Fits, doesn’t it? Go stand by your couch. And move for me a little.”


  I obliged him, finding myself in front of the video camera, thinking actress, thinking what kind of performance I was going to give. It was potentially intriguing, even though I was still worrying over who this video was for.


  When he was finished with the set-up, I knew the camera was rolling, hearing a soft whirring sound in the background. He put himself into the picture, joining me at the couch, sitting down comfortably so that the camera was at a forty five degree angle to us. There was something very purposeful about the placement of the camera and the couch.


  He stared up at me as I waited for his next instruction.


  “You forgot the hairbrush,” he said, sounding annoyed.


  I shook my head puzzled, because that command hadn’t been given, but I took it as an order and went back to my bedroom to find what he wanted.


  The old-fashioned mode of punishment intrigued me – the thought of his taking me over his lap again, this time with a hairbrush in hand. It was quaint.


  However, it wouldn’t feel quaint at all once he got started. Taking the hairbrush from me, he pulled me down with an efficient motion, and had me with my bare behind high, wiggling and ready for him to begin. The first crack of the brush left me breathless, and the dozen stinging swats that followed were equally intense. In seconds, a significant burn was flaming its way all across my ass end. Then the hairbrush was flying everywhere, smack after smack creating the nastiest pain.


  “I thought you decided this was too mundane for me!” I exclaimed when he finally paused. I recalled his words to Mr. Winningham, when he took me to his shop and introduced me to the toys I thought would define my punishment.


  “I lied,” he said. He immediately began again, the fierce thing making its way across my rear cheeks with a terrifying zeal. With smack after smack, I wiggled and squirmed, and wailed nonsensical things into the air. To deliberately protest was clearly out of line. I was learning that lesson, or at least trying to.


  Reggie seemed to center the spanking on the fleshiest part of my rear, but he was not beyond letting the hairbrush slip, laying several sharp smacks on the base of my rear and my upper thighs. I howled miserably when he hit those tender places. And at one point, I tried to get off his lap, raising the silliest full scale protest. I was reminded that Reggie was a lot stronger man than he looks behind all those perfectly starched clothes. Feeling the muscles in the arm that held me fast, their steely strength assured me I was going nowhere. I must have looked like a silly child, flailing myself the way I did. And to my further anguish, the awareness of his physical strength only stimulated me sexually in the midst of the dreadful pain.


  When he suddenly stopped and pushed me off his lap, he looked at me with the same cruel coldness I’d often seen from him.


  “Your brattiness exceeds your charm, Alexandra. You say you want this but your protests make me wonder. We’ll see how much you want what’s ahead.”


  I wanted to cry, and it probably showed it.


  “Careful of the theatrics,” he warned. “They only inspire me to greater heights of creativity.” His smirk was devastating. As I listened, I remembered that this was all on film, my humiliation, my red burning bottom and the expression of helpless chagrin that was likely blazoned across my face. I hardly needed to ‘act’ the part of bratty punished submissive.


  He pushed my face to the floor. “Hands behind your back,” he ordered.


  “But…” I started to protest, even as I tasted my prickly carpet.


  “Hush,” he retorted. His hand at my waist felt like steel.


  I adjusted myself to the position with my head and shoulders pressed against the hard surface, and my reddened rear cheeks raised high and facing the whirring camera. The heart of my most private place was now being filmed in all its flaming glory for God knows who!


  The worst part of the position was my hands clasped behind me and held together by Reggie’s firm grasp. I was as bound as I would be if he’d used ropes to tie me.


  The leather spanker, I assume the one he used on me in his office, replaced the hairbrush as the instrument of my punishment. Sitting on the couch, Reggie leaned in and laid a bevy of ruthless smacks on my stretched tight rear. The center of my bottom, that had for a moment calmed to a soothing warmth, was now flaming again from the wicked burn. The fierce punishment became one long rude roar of stinging pain that swept through me like a forest fire.


  When he stopped for a moment, the pause was such a sweet relief, I wanted to bask in a sudden pleasant feeling that was replacing the pain. Unconsciously, I swayed my ass for Reg and the camera.


  “You’re so ripe for this kind of thing, Alexandra. You never cease to amaze me.” His hand replacing the paddle, firmly kneading my sore ass cheeks. I replied by wiggling my bottom, thrusting it high to signify my approval of the vigorous fondling. Instead of continuing with the massage, however, Reggie picked up the leather spanker again, and began to wail on me with yet another round of smacks. He spent some moments on my thighs, while I roared with a noisy string of four letter words.


  From mid-thigh to where my legs and ass joined became the target for a good dozen strikes. I wanted to collapse into the carpet to get away from them, but he pulled me up with his hand and barked some command, which I didn’t really hear, though I clearly understood his displeasure. Then he came down only harder against the sore stinging flesh.


  “Please NOOOOOOOO!” I wailed at last, the first really clear protest of the session.


  “Don’t like this?”


  “NOOOOOOO!” I repeated my angry cry.


  “Then remember who you’re doing this for, Alexandra,” he retorted nastily. The spanker walloped me again and again, though he’d changed his aim and was coming down again on the center of my bottom. I was exhausted and crying, tears dampening the carpet.


  


  All was quiet once he finally finished. I remained in my awkward posture, waiting for him to do something, but I wasn’t really thinking of anything at all but my blazing bottom. I came to, realizing that Reggie wasn’t on the sofa anymore. The whirring of the camera had stopped, and there was a chilling silence. Assuming that the punishment was over, that whatever he chose to record was complete, I waited for him to give me some kind of instruction.


  I expected him to leave swiftly; Reggie’s abrupt changes could be called his trademark. With a wealth of raw, prickly, agitating energy gnawing at me, I’d be left to feel the after effects of the punishment with nowhere to find relief but by my own hand. For the moment, I tried to ignore the sexual warmth that was descending through me in powerful waves, but that was impossible. I knew Reggie could sense my anguish, and that gave him power over me. Still I could do nothing to inhibit what my body so dearly desired.


  I expected him to grab up his camera and walk out the door. But then he shocked me, pulling me up by my locked hands. With a much more tenderness than I ever expected, he guided me to my knees and then to my feet. Holding my hands from behind, he walked me to the bedroom, his body so close that I could feel the rustle of his shirt and the soft silky feel of his pants.


  He pushed me onto the bed, my face down, my bottom raised high. His hand still gripped my hands, and in that awkward position, my arms begun to ache.


  “Please, Reggie,” I pleaded with him softly, tugging against his firm hold.


  “Only if you’ll keep them out of my way,” he said, as he released his hold. My arms fell gratefully to my side.


  I wondered what he was going to do, though not for long. He began smacking my ass with the palm of his hand as if he were starting all over again. It wasn’t long, however, before I realized that this was nothing like the earlier punishment, but something much lighter and deliberately sensuous. It was so unlike Reggie to suggest a sexual moment at this point of an intense session. If his intentions were sexual, I’d adore him forever – I was so ready to get off. Could he be as sexually aroused as I was?


  Soon enough, several fingers slipped inside my sloshy wet cunt. They thrust and probed inside, while I groaned a happy response. His other hand began to probe my anus, first with one finger and then a second. I struggled to open for him, to relax the tight sphincter that always resisted such intrusion. I moaned several times when a sudden sharp pain leapt up. Again, I forced my body to relax.


  “Better get used to it, I’m going to take you here,” he informed me – much to my surprise. His fingers probed me even deeper, wiggling nastily inside the unyielding space. This man of amazing gifts had stunned me once again and I was compelled to surrender, even if what he demanded of me was so difficult that I was sure to fail.


  “Your ass is so perfect for this,” he purred as the probing continued.


  There’d been only one other such intimate sexual moment in our sordid history. That time, we both failed rather miserably to make a real connection. But this was different, substantially different. I’d never felt such personal need overpower the often remote and mystifying Reggie.


  “Oooo, sheeeeeeeeeesh,” I grimaced, when his deeper probing produced a fresh burst of pain.


  “Relax!” he spoke with command. “You want this as much as I do.”


  The firm assurance in his voice was strangely soothing, and I found myself relinquishing regardless of my fears to the contrary. I think he would have played with me forever to make me ready – and I wouldn’t have cared. It felt so vulgar and lewd, the most obscene thing I’d done in a long long while. In spite of the pain, I loved it. I could feel the driving force behind his desire, as he thoroughly seized my entire backside in a rough lusty assault. His one hand mauled me, slapping my rear cheeks with biting smacks, while his other hand continued to probe deeper into the dark terrain of my tightest channel.


  My body was about to come. But suddenly the shock of cold liquid splashed along my cleft made me seize up taut as a bow, to which he immediately grabbed my hair in his fist, and whispered tersely, “Relax, slut, relax.” My body responded to his orders, and I knew then what he was about to do.


  When he let go of me, he lowered his pants so I could feel the firm hairy skin of his thighs against my ass. Then he played with my pussy for a few moments, which heightened the orgasmic lust rising steadily in my crotch. He pinched my clit and I cried out. He slapped my ass several times to the tune of my passionate groans. Then he washed me again with the cold slippery liquid before I felt the first thrust of his cock at my rear door.


  “Oh, yessssssssss…” was my only cry.


  “You’ve always had the most fuckable ass,” his voice was dark and sensuous – I wasn’t even sure he was speaking to me, he was so much in his own erotic world. In one long slow invasion he pushed himself inside me to the very hilt.


  I opened for him, although anal entry was never something I got used to. It was a defiling, ravishing, uneasy submission to a carnal barbarian of a cultivated man. It reminded me that for all of Reggie’s high moral posturing and exquisitely genteel manner, he was as savage as my own desires that cheered him on.


  “You lovely, lovely slut,” he whispered in a voice of lust I’ve rarely heard from him.


  For a long while, we rocked together in our beastly heat. He burrowed in, then pulled out, then burrowed in again, and repeated his scheme until there was no discomfort in the act. I’d at last succumbed. By then my ass was just a portal for his use, and I gladly, like wanton harlot of old, relinquished to him. I wondered if he would have taken me without my body’s willing surrender. If I’d still gritted my teeth and bore down and suffered to the end. Something in me desired that kind of surrender as well, something akin to being raped.


  But this was a different day. A different Alexandra. A different Reggie.


  The more forcefully he thrust inside me, the more I wanted his dominion. He rode me long and hard, and I could have pleasured him this way for as long as he desired. But then, without warning, I heard a deep guttural bellow as he plunged one last time and held his groin against my read. I felt his pulsing organ deposit its seed, stunned by the spasms. My body spasmed back, and for a long while we seemed fused together in that heated moment before either of us was able to move.


  


  Though he threatened to collapse against me exhausted, Reggie didn’t leave me hanging without a proper climax as I thought he might. Instead, he pushed me against the sheets, and with determined manipulation, he toyed with me until I felt the orgasm well inside and burst, all of a sudden. I wrenched, and bucked, and then finally slipped from his grasp.


  I wouldn’t expect tenderness from him afterwards. I’m not sure I even wanted it considering the nature of our relationship, the way it had always been. It might have embarrassed us both for either one of us to have tried to be affectionate.


  I rolled to one side and looked up at him. He sat on the bed in an uncharacteristic state of disarray. His hair was all askew, as were his clothes. The starched shirt was limp, wrinkled and unbuttoned; and his pants were somewhere on the floor.


  “You look different after sex,” I remarked.


  “Oh, how so?”


  “Decidedly softer.”


  “And so do you, Alex.”


  If he’d called me Alexandra I might have flinched; when he calls me Alex I can anticipate some degree of friendliness.


  “I suppose I should be softer the way you mauled me.”


  “You didn’t like it?”


  “You know I did. I’m just surprised.”


  “Good, I like to surprise you, keep you guessing.” He almost looked happy.


  I lounged against my comforter in my disorderly nakedness, with my rose colored hose in runs, and my garter belt all awry. At some point, the bra had been discarded altogether, though I don’t remember when. Reggie looked on me with an expression of lust, there was no other way to describe it, and that pleased me.


  “You want to try your cock in my pussy?” I suggested, then thought to add, “After you clean up.”


  He chuckled under his breath.


  “No, your ass does very well. Maybe you’d like me to take it again before the night’s over.”


  I cringed.


  “Can’t take it?” He laughed.


  “You’ve bruised me and abused me. Anymore tonight, and I’d think you really wanted me for something more than just a submissive to whale upon.”


  “Oh, don’t ever think that,” he warned, turning serious.


  I nodded. “This is good, we need to keep this relationship within the rules.” I was reminding myself there was no potential relationship here. I didn’t think I needed to remind him.


  “At least I can take the liberties I want with you,” Reggie pointed out. “When you were entrenched with Will, I always thought it was disloyal to have you.”


  “Really? But you had no problem arranging other exploits for me?”


  “My screwing you wasn’t a problem for Will, it was a problem for me.”


  “So, you have no moral dilemmas about that now?”


  “Will doesn’t want you, remember?” The typical haughty twist wasn’t there, but the meaning was all the same. The reminder made me wince inside.


  “You’re being awfully kind,” I said after staring at him some minutes.


  “See, I can be nice.” He actually smiled.


  He rose from the bed and circled it, until he was at my side, looking down on me. “You’re really one hell of a mess.”


  I snickered. He leaned in and put his hand to my face, and stroked it ever so gently.


  “And so are you,” I replied.


  He noticed his disarray and turned away. “It doesn’t suit me, does it?”


  I watched as he found his scattered clothes, and with careful precision replaced each piece, so that except for his slightly rumpled shirt, he looked as perfect as he usually did. He combed his hair back into place with one swipe of his comb. He was proficient at everything, and always very thorough. I had to remind myself that he was quite an angry animal when he was fucking me.


  


  I grabbed a robe from the closet and threw it over my shoulders, joining Reggie in the living room. He was dismantling the video camera with the same precision that he used to put it up.


  “Would you stay the night if I asked you to?”


  “No,” he replied.


  So much for affection, I thought to myself. Back to the same old Alex and Reg. It was rather comforting knowing that I didn’t have to think about him being anything more than my constant tormentor. If I was searching for someone to replace Will’s once generous affections, I was reminded again that it wouldn’t be Reggie.


  “Don’t forget the point of this, Alex.” He sat down on my sofa and put the equipment carefully back into the black overnight bag.


  “You mean Will who doesn’t want me?”


  “All’s never lost,” he reminded me. “You wouldn’t be doing this if it weren’t for him.”


  “Sometimes I wonder,” I said. “It seems a little hopeless.”


  “You want to stop?” he asked, as if ending this charade wouldn’t bother him one way or another.


  “No,” I answered immediately, though I wondered if it was the right response.


  “Alex, you have to do this for Will, because you can’t do it for you and me. I know you. As much as you love the punishment, the pain, the abuse, the humiliation, and what will become tremendous embarrassment…” He said that with a knowing and mysterious twinkle in his eye. “You still need what Will gives you. You still need to be loved. Don’t lose sight of that.”


  “I’ll try. Just sometimes, it seems like it would be easier if I could just forget about all the love crap and go merrily along pleasing myself with sex and not worry about pleasing anyone but me.”


  “That’s what I get to do,” Reggie informed me. “You get to be in love and lust at the same time, and have all the problems with it.”


  “Gee, thanks.”


  “Hey, you probably get a lot more out of life than I do,” he added wistfully.


  There was that sadness again. Little glimpses of some personal pain in Reggie made me want to reach out and hug him. Yuck! I thought as soon as the picture passed through my mind. Reg was not the kind of man to hug.


  “Maybe someday, when this is over, and you’re not punishing me anymore, we could be friends?”


  “I never thought it had to be any other way.” He’d finishing the careful packing. “Here,” he said. He handed me the video tape.


  “For me?” I asked, surprised to see the thing in my hands.


  “For Will,” he said. “That’s if you have the guts to give it to him.”


  “My god, you don’t mean that…”


  “That you show him proof of your sincerity? What better way?”


  “That’s if I have the guts to give it to him. Couldn’t you do it for me?”


  “Coward,” he accused me with an uncharacteristic grin.


  “But…”


  “But nothing. I told you, I would take your project, do my part, you’d have to do the rest. You’ll have to deal with Will and see where the cards land. I’m not doing a damn thing else.”


  “So are we done?” I asked.


  He looked like he might laugh. “Heavens no! What I have in mind for you is going to make you sweat and make you hurt and make both sets of cheeks blush. You’ll be so embarrassed, you’ll likely not want to show your face to me ever again.”


  “Reggie!”


  He laughed. “You’re such an easy target.”


  He stood up, the bag in his hand, the video tape in mine.


  “You won’t get very far if you don’t follow through,” he said, nodding at the tape.


  “Probably not.”


  I remained fixed in the same spot, as he walked to the door, gave me a nod and left me alone. Reggie was as much a mystery to me as he’d ever been. My body ached. My ass cheeks were sore, and my rear channel spasmed with pain and pleasure. I was, perhaps, as relinquished as I’d ever been, but I couldn’t think of that right now. The video tape was too clear a reminder of what was missing in my life.


  



  

  Chapter Seven


  


  “Alexandra!” His crisp, sharp voice coming over the phone gave me quite a jolt as I sat in my office pouring over a pile of work that I’d neglected much too long. It seemed that my life had been taken over by the ever present Reggie, while everything else suffered. And yet, hearing Reggie’s voice now came as an unexpected shock.


  “Yes, yes, what do you want?” I asked him, when I was finally cognizant again.


  “Your body,” he said flatly.


  I could detect his displeasure at my less than eager reply. I was reminded instantly that he did have permission to have me whenever he chose. Permission I’d readily given him. Though I was finding that another punishment just days after the last was not a welcome prospect. Still, I was obliged to obey.


  “When?” I replied to him, after a very long pause.


  “This afternoon, and you’ll be tied up all evening.”


  “Literally or figuratively?” I found myself joking.


  “Maybe literally if your attitude doesn’t improve,” he replied curtly. “Of course, you do have a choice to end your penance anytime you want.”


  “I know, and I don’t want to,” I rushed in, even though at that moment I wondered if the whole idea wasn’t a ridiculous mistake.


  To think that in the end Will would take me back? It was beginning to sound absurd to me, and I was really getting too old to deal in absurdities. The very need I had for this just retribution, the very bizarre enjoyment – and it was enjoyment that I was gleaning from this submission to Reggie – seemed to be what kept me going with my plan. It was wise to be a creature of the moment, and not ponder if there was anything to be gained by this with Will. He could go either way, and I wouldn’t bet on his taking me back. No, I had to accept that this self imposed punishment was a necessary reminder of my yielding nature. If it wasn’t for Will, then perhaps it was for a future lover.


  “I’ll see you at my office, four o’clock,” he said.


  


  When I arrived at Reggie’s downtown office, I waited outside for at least forty minutes, though I wasn’t certain because I had forgotten my phone, and strangely there was no clock in the reception area where I sat.


  When I was finally admitted into his office it was by Reggie himself coming to the door and motioning me inside. There was still a bustling business going on outside, but once stepping into his private sanctum, I was in another world with him, where there were few rules, and a multitude of odd possibilities available.


  Reggie motioned me to sit in a chair before his desk, though rather than sit himself, he leaned casually against it while he addressed me. I looked into his cold blue eyes, wondering, for what must have been for the thousandth time, why we couldn’t have had a relationship. We had so very much in common, even though there were a few significant things about which we diverged.


  “You do have the evening to give to me?” he asked.


  “Do I have a choice?”


  “Of course you have a choice,” he answered with some exasperation.


  “I’m sorry, I’m anxious.”


  “Maybe someday, you’ll just accept all this and you won’t have to be anxious,” he mused aloud.


  I gave him a little half smile and waited for him to continue.


  “Tonight you’ll be the centerpiece of a party a friend of mine is giving. A fantasy party.”


  I must have looked puzzled.


  “You’ll be posing in the role of a naughty school girl.”


  “Really?” The thought was bizarre but Reggie was totally serious.


  “Your pert ass will be the focus of the night. You’ll have it spanked and punished so thoroughly you’ll think you’ve died and gone to ‘submissive heaven.”


  I might have smiled at the very idea, but I was a little alarmed by this announcement.


  “You’ll find the entire experience one humiliating ride into your favorite brand of lust. I’d suggest that to get through the ordeal, you experience it as the lusty high drama that it’s intended to be. An adventure, and not an unpleasant one at that, if you take it in the right frame of mind. I know you’ll enjoy it at one level, but it would be nice if you would make a conscious decision to revel in it. Of course, that’s your choice. I can’t dictate what you’ll enjoy and what will revolt you.”


  If he had intended to scare me, he certainly had.


  “In order to make the most of this evening, there are a few preparations that need to be made. I thought it easiest to do them here. You can prepare yourself, and even dress right in my office. I want you to feel like a meek young kitten by the time you go the party, willing, humble, submissive, all those things you often protest so much.”


  “Preparation?” I asked, wondering what that meant, what could possibly put me in the right frame of mind? It didn’t take long for him to answer my question.


  He continued to gaze at me for a moment, I assume gauging my mood.


  “You haven’t yet had the thrill of a punishment enema, have you?” Reggie finally asked.


  “A what?” I could imagine my face was ashen.


  “A thorough cleansing?” he added.


  It took me some time to speak. “Is this really necessary?”


  “Nothing is necessary, but this suits me, and you’ll find it an unforgettable experience.”


  “I don’t know what to say,” I said, as the fear that had begun moments before was clawing at me with harsh penetrating fingers.


  “You don’t need to say anything. Just be the sweet gentle submissive you are. Follow my instructions carefully and I’ll take care of everything.” He let me think about that for a minute, and then briskly grabbing my hand, he pulled me to my feet. “Let’s get started. My private bath is through that door. Strip to your underclothes, and I’ll join you in a few minutes.” He shoved me toward the other side of the room, then went back to his desk.


  


  The few minutes wait stretched to at least a half hour. I heard his phone ring several times, and though I couldn’t hear his voice since the door was closed, I suspected that he was trying to conduct business while he was in the process of punishing me.


  While I waited in his bathroom, I had plenty of time to get a grip on the activity that he had planned. I knew what an enema meant. I even knew that if he was planning to take my ass tonight, or someone was, that it might be an appropriate prelude. But a punishment enema? The details of that act were fuzzy in my mind as I contemplated exactly what he might mean.


  I undressed as he instructed, down to my pink lace garter belt, stockings and bra. And then, because I was a little chilly waiting, I grabbed a terry cloth robe that was conveniently hanging on the wall. Still hearing Reggie on the phone outside the bathroom, I sat down in a lounge chair that was one of the many amenities of the bathroom. The room reminded me of an elegant spa, with a massage table, two marble sinks, a deep whirlpool tub, a shower, commode and bidet, all graciously arranged amidst potted plants, and a few pieces of well chosen furniture that looked as if it belonged in a wealthy woman’s boudoir. There was Italian tile on the floor and thick plush rugs that matched the blue towels hanging about the room.


  At the very least, I’d have this unusual punishment in the comfort of sumptuous surroundings, though I hardly thought that would make it any easier.


  


  When Reggie finally flew into the bath, he pulled me from my nervous reverie, taking charge of me in a second with a purposeful look.


  I stood up without being told to do so, and he immediately came to me, undoing the tie on the robe. While he stared at me with his cold blue eyes, he pulled the robe away and let it fall on to the floor. I was shivering, suddenly feeling very cold and very exposed.


  “Nice to see you dressed for the occasion,” he remarked, seeing my underwear, though he wasn’t wasting much time with erotic small talk. “I need to you lie face down on the massage table,” he instructed me. “Better yet, raise your ass, I think the insertion will be easier.”


  I followed his instruction, climbing to the top of the cloth covered table, and almost reverently bowed my head to the firm surface, while tucking my knees up under me. My rear was clearly be the focus of his attention, as it swayed ever so slightly in the cool air.


  He put his hand on my bottom and gently stroked the skin. The effects of my other punishments might well have shown on my flesh as little lingering marks, but if he took notice of them at all, he didn’t say so. His fingers began a gentle exploration of my bottom and the crack of my ass. Without saying a word, he worked the cleft so I was naturally opening my legs wider to accommodate his probing hand. His gentle invasion was feeling very good to me and I didn’t want him to stop.


  “I’ve punished you here so many ways,” he finally spoke. “I think perhaps the humiliation of this brand of submission might serve a useful purpose, don’t you?”


  I didn’t reply, not knowing if the question was rhetorical or not. It wasn’t. He pulled his hand free and slapped my ass. “I want a reply, Alexandra!”


  “Yes sir,” I agreed, for the sake of agreeing.


  “Perhaps we should have Will here personally to see what depths you’ll really go to?” he considered.


  “Yes,” I gave him a breathy response, as his hand returned to its probing. Without thinking, my ass was grinding against his fingers, hoping they would go deeper yet.


  “A long shot of water down here and your belly will feel like exploding. You’ll hold it in for a long time just to remember who’s in charge in this game. I almost thought we could make a public spectacle of it at the party, but I decided that just the memory of this while you’re serving the needs of the men tonight will likely do enough to ensure your obedience.”


  I could just imagine a dozen eyes viewing me like this right now, and I didn’t like the thought. It was enough that Reggie was doing it in the inner sanctum of his private office.


  “You’ve really been quite a little bitch,” he advised me. “You have this innate haughtiness that seems to get the better of you. It certainly worked against you with Will. Too bad I hadn’t seen the possibility before. The very idea of lying to him the way you did. I find it hard to believe that you, of all people, would be so deceitful. It wouldn’t seem to be in your nature, but then maybe you’re not the innocent sexual lamb that you pretended to be with me on this personal quest to find your sexual truth. I’m not sure you really wanted to see what was inside you after all.


  “It really amazes me every time I think about it. I read you well when I had you before. I just didn’t go far enough.” His fingers probed even deeper into my rear end, punctuated occasionally by sharp slaps of his other hand. If I hadn’t been the model submissive in the past, I certainly was at that moment. Reggie was getting me right where I was pleasured the most, his words, his physical play and the impending event, all tapping in me deep desires I’d so long avoided. It seemed that every time I was with him now, he was finding new barriers for me to breach.


  “Let’s make this a thorough cleansing, physically and morally,” he continued on, even as his hands continued to probe and slap and knead my flesh. “We’ll just flush out all the haughtiness, and deceit, and willful disregard to your nature. Remind you that your true desires lie in submission. Is that fair, you think?”


  “Yes, sir,” I answered.


  Reggie withdrew his hand and moved to the cabinets by the sink, where he found the equipment he needed. I turned my head away, not willing to look at his preparations, though I could hear the sound of water running and the clanging of metal.


  When I found him at my side again, he’d fixed a bag of water to a rod that pulled away from the massage table, and clicked it into place above me. I turned my head back to see the swelling rubber bag hanging behind and over my rear end. I closed my eyes when I saw the shiny metal vented probe that would deliver the gift he’d prepared.


  He massaged me again, his hand greasing my sphincter once with a cold liquid. However, it was not nearly as cold as the feel of that metal piece entering my anus with a firm and certain shove.


  “Just to wash away all your lies and deceit. To make you an honest woman, Alexandra,” he said. “Think how much you hurt the man that loves you more than you deserve. This is a lesson in humility.”


  I remained eyes closed, feeling the implant in my body. Seconds later, a bath of warm water flooded quickly into my rear. I imagined it quick, though Reggie’s words assured me otherwise.


  “This will take a few minutes, you’d do well in that silence of yours to appreciate what this means.” The water continued, I have no idea how much; but as the warmth surged into my belly, I found the entire humiliation so arousing, I could hardly stand not to play with my clitoris, which was itself swelling as if it was being filled, too.


  As Reggie let the bag drain into my rear, his hands began to massage me with the most tender touch I think I’d ever had from him. He had one hand at my abdomen and the other at my cleft attending the probe.


  “Hold in,” he instructed me, as he finally withdrew the metal piece. I was careful not to expel what was already pressing on my sphincter and begging for release. Thankfully, Reggie quickly replaced the nozzle with an anal plug that ensured that none of the fluid would escape. I felt incredibly full, and shamelessly, my rear was beginning to sway in response to the raw feelings that were moving swiftly through me.


  “See, I told you, you’d like this, my dear. Goes deep, doesn’t it? You have such a natural capacity for humiliation, so without restraint when you admit it.” My squirming like a brazen slut just proved his point.


  He began to spank me, hard stinging smacks, each one jostling the liquid in my belly and ramping up the pressure to release. The physical sensations were strange and painful, and I was soon gasping under the strain. I’d never felt anything like this before.


  “I can’t stand it!” I protested.


  “Oh yes, you can,” he countered with a firmness that suggested I’d better not protest further. I knew he was testing my ability to endure, seeing just how far I could go. I was quick to assume I couldn’t bear his wicked designs, but I always did, and he knew this. Despite my worries, I had the feeling that I’d bear this, too.


  His hand kept coming down on my bottom as he alternated the spanking, moving from cheek to cheek, giving me the nastiest sensations I’d ever felt.


  Dammit, he was right. I was loving it! What a shameless woman he’d made of me.


  As the spanking continued, I struggled to handle the twin pains, the pressure in my full abdomen, and the mounting pain on my bottom. There was so much sensation to absorb, so much to relinquish, the least of which was the fact that this had sent my sexual fires to raging heights. The more he spanked me, the harder the blows, the more the tension in me climbed. I could have come at any moment, but suddenly, Reggie ended the fierce assault.


  “That should hold you for a while. I’ll leave you, let you think about your predicament. Remember your humiliation is just beginning. This is just a private reminder of your blunders. Think about Will, what you once promised him and see exactly how you feel about yourself.”


  With that, he left me.


  “Reggie,” I called to him. I was scared to be left alone to handle the discomfort. “Are you coming to get me?”


  “In time, you’ll be fine,” was all he said.


  The door closed and I was left straddling the massage table, a retention plug in my rear and my abdomen swimming with an ever mounting pressure that seemed to have its final destination in my clitoris. I was afraid to touch my place of pleasure, afraid I’d lose everything if I gave in to my need to climax.


  It was a horror remaining in this submissive pose. Reggie was right; the humiliation was not just a powerful aphrodisiac, it also reminded me of why I was here.


  Will.


  Will’s face, his eyes, his smile, that dear smile of his that could claim my heart in an instant, was in the forefront of my mind. I’d tried not to think of him in the past several weeks, but I couldn’t stop now. Suddenly I wanted him to see me like this, see to what depths I was going to prove to him my sincerity. But as if the mischievous sprites of the mind were making everything worse for me, the only picture of response I could think of was Will standing next to me, not caring about my sincerity, or my anguish. All I could imagine was that the hurt had gone too deep and we were forever finished.


  I have no way to gauge the time, but I was certain it was far too long to be holding on to the pressure; and just when I thought I would jump from the table, Reggie returned.


  This time, there was no discussion, no pointed remarks, no reminders of Will, just Reggie with the leather spanker in hand, doing to my ass end what he had earlier begun. It was a brisk punishment, the leather coming down on my bottom with quick sharp snaps. Each one caused me to jolt, each one made me feel as if I might explode. I was just barely hanging on and I cried out woefully.


  Once the first fury of smacks was over and done, Reggie slowed the feverish pace of the spanking to a tempo that was more caressing. I felt his other hand on my stomach again, massaging the warm moving place. Such a mixed blessing, so much all at once, I struggled to appreciate it all.


  The more Reggie’s affectionate hand worked my belly, the closer I was to an orgasm. And then, it began as a soft rolling thunder, moving gracefully through me, I’d never had anything happen quite like this before; and I was awed by the wicked wondrous pleasure that was claiming me everywhere.


  “OH, oh oh oh gawd yessssssss!” the cries were vivid and continuous, as I felt a slow pulsing that went deeper than anything I ever remember.


  I wanted to collapse afterwards, but I was reminded immediately, with Reggie’s firm pressing on the retention plug, that I was still holding the liquid that had made this pleasure so unique.


  “Release yourself, Alexandra,” he said. Reggie’s soft tones came to me in the midst of my oblivion, and I woke long enough to realize that he was pulling out the plug and helping me from the table. “Careful now,” he added as a warning.


  He left me to myself as I ran to the toilet, completed the process, and cleansed myself. When I was finished, I wanted to sink deep into some soft comforter and sleep for the remainder of the day. I thought it cruel that this was just the beginning of my night with him. How could we do anything more?


  But, Reggie had promised, and he never reneged on promises.


  


  After a few brief moments resting in a chair, I finally returned to his office feeling meek as a kitten. I wore the same underwear I’d had on before, however I’d donned a robe, feeling strangely modest at that moment.


  Reggie looked up at me from his desk, as if he hardly recalled the punishment he’d just perpetrated on my body.


  “Sit down,” he instructed, and I obeyed.


  He eyed me silently for some minutes. I felt so completely relaxed he might have said we’d start all over again, and I wouldn’t have cared. I probably would have welcomed it.


  “I’d like you to dress for tonight’s role play. You’ll find the clothes you need in the closet in the bath. There’ll be a limo to take you to Andrew’s home, and I think everything will be self explanatory from that point. My advice: be as compliant as you were just now. I gave you the gift of your personal pleasure, which I didn’t have to do; but I didn’t want you so ravenous with sexual need that you’d have ruined the evening ahead. I assure you, you won’t have the same pleasure you just had in Andrew’s house, but there’ll be much to pleasure in, if you view it with a sense of adventure. I mean, what more could you want Alexandra, a little exhibition, a lot of spanking, maybe some sex, and lots of submission? They’re all your favorite things. Endure, and I think you’ll have nearly completed your time with me.”


  “Completed?” I queried.


  “I said nearly,” he reminded me. “I could change my mind and choose to go on a lot longer. What you need to remember is your submission, what you often forget. Remember how much this pleases you, how after the ordeal you just went through, you look more beautiful than ever.”


  I’d never heard Reggie more sincere, or more complimentary. I felt reassured by his lecture, yet at the same time, the elusive details of my next hours continued to have me on pins and needles, filled with anxiety.


  At least for an instant, I could look with some gratitude at Reggie, realizing the wisdom of the choice I’d made to return to him. As often difficult as it was to comply with his stern unrelenting treatment, I was rediscovering myself, and for the first time I could gladly admit it.


  



  

  Chapter Eight


  


  The limo arrived at an attractive brick home some distance from the city. The light glowing inside would have welcomed me, if it hadn’t been for my trepidation, wondering what Reggie and his friends had planned for me this evening.


  Reggie had me dressed in a blue and green plaid wool skirt and matching pullover sweater, making me into a school girl from the 1950’s. The skirt hit me mid-calf, while the sweater was tight enough to cling to my breasts so that my hard nipples showed through the soft fabric. My shoes were low heeled, my hair pulled back into a ponytail and fixed with a bow. It had been several years since I’d looked so prim and proper. While the outfit harkened to a bygone time, I remember wearing such silly clothes just five years before, before my initial stint with Reggie. Was it a coincidence that I was attired the way I used to dress? I’m sure it was designed to comply with the picture of innocent submissive that was appropriate for the spanking party, but I could also imagine Reggie’s dry wit finding this look a delicious revenge.


  To my surprise, I was strangely uneasy wearing these modest clothes. They shouldn’t have bothered me, particularly if I was treating this evening as the adventure Reggie suggested, but nonetheless I’d be glad to be done with them when this night was over.


  The oak front door was answered by a maid who politely invited me inside. Taking my coat, she led me into a living room where there were a dozen people milling about. Reggie was there. I noticed him immediately, especially because of the statuesque brunette that was clinging to his arm. She seemed a perfect complement to Reggie’s style with her sophisticated hair swept into a fashionable bun, and make-up that was applied to perfection. She wore a simple black cocktail dress, that conformed to the svelte curves of her body, only making her more attractive to the many men in the room. I had to admit, I was jealous seeing her on Reggie’s arm, wearing clothes I’d love to wear, while I, in my plaid skirt and sweater, looked like someone’s daughter just home from boarding school.


  While I remained demurely standing at the doorway of the room, waiting to be noticed, I eyed Reggie’s date. She cut quite a stunning figure, drawing a good deal of attention from the other well dressed guests in the room. But I could hardly imagine this woman bowing to Reggie’s fierce sexual demands, even though I’ve never quite understood his complex sexual appetites.


  “Miss Morgan!” a beaming man came rushing toward me.


  I didn’t know him, but he certainly knew me.


  “Yes, sir,” I replied, smiling at his kind face.


  “I’m your host, Andrew Locke. I’m so glad you could come. Reggie’s told me a lot about you.” He had a significant gleam in his eye, as if we shared the same secret.


  As if it was my choice,” I thought to myself.


  “Thank you for having me, Mr. Locke,” I said graciously, with just a coy pout on my face, trying to assume that role Reggie seemed to have suggested for me this night. The older man was rather dashing for his age, though and I could well imagine, like the antique dealer, there might be quite a brutal disciplinarian behind his genteel and jovial manner.


  “We’ll be having dinner shortly,” he informed me as he handed me a glass of wine.


  There were several pairs of eyes scrutinizing me closely. Had these people any idea why I was there? Were they considering my odd attire, while they were dressed for an elegant dinner party? Or did they know exactly what my function was, and were they now trying to raise my skirt in their minds and imagine my naked ‘ready to spank’ bottom underneath? This certainly is a curious adventure, I thought to myself, while trying to remain open and light-hearted about the prospects for my evening.


  As I stood alone in one corner of the room eyeing the other guests, Reggie and his girlfriend approached me.


  “Good evening, Alex. I see you found everything you needed.”


  “It looks that way,” I replied.


  “Alex, this is Desiree. Desiree, Alexandra Morgan,” Reggie introduced us.


  I nodded, seeing the woman’s curious expression as her eyes started at my hair, and traversed my body with one careful judgmental glance. Her arrogant attitude started to raise my hackles, though I knew better than to be jealous of any woman with Reggie. I didn’t want the man anyway. What was bothering me more was the way she looked at me with an amused stare. The wool clothes seemed to scratch me even more than they had earlier.


  Any conversation we might have begun was quickly forgotten as the entire company was ushered into the dining room for dinner. Sitting down at the table, I was given a place of honor at Andrew Locke’s immediate right. There were seven other men besides Andrew, and three women besides myself at this soiree. I could have been comfortable at this party, but my distinctive attire and the purpose for my being there loomed heavily over me. I couldn’t forget for even an instant that I’d likely be punished right in front of these people, becoming little more than another treat to feast upon, no different than the veal and potatoes that appeared on my plate.


  For a while, I managed to lose myself in the amiable conversation, when halfway through the entree, Mr. Locke turned to me during one significant lull and addressed me specifically. Everyone at the table heard his remark.


  “I understand, Miss Morgan, that you enjoy being spanked?”


  Immediately choking on a bit of my veal, I grabbed my glass to take a sip of water. By then, I could feel a blush rising on my cheeks. I don’t know why I was so caught off guard, but I certainly didn’t expect his question in the middle of a five course meal.


  “You understand correctly,” I found myself answering with a polite smile, though I was feeling just a little put out. “And I suppose you like to spank female bottoms?” I added with a saucy snap to my voice, as if I was ready to spar with the man.


  I could feel Reggie’s glare right away, though my host didn’t seem to be as bothered as the man who’d arranged my presence at this dinner. “I certainly do. And I’m glad you’ve agreed to be the subject of a little demonstration,” he went on.


  I put both of my hands meekly in my lap, and flashed a naughty stare in the man’s direction, though I was hardly being humble. I liked the mockery of it, thinking that if I had to look like this silly school girl, I’d play it a little campy and accentuate the mischievous nature of my role. For the briefest instant my eyes flashed nastily in Reggie’s direction. Reggie flashed me a warning reproach.


  “Oh, Mr. Locke, if it’s a school girl’s ass you need to whale upon, it’s a school girl’s ass you’ll have,” I said, starting to feel the full excitement of this game. “We’ll just be a naughty old man, and a naughty young school girl playing together, won’t we?”


  Mr. Locke looked at me surprised by my boldness, and there were a few amazed ‘ahhhhhhs’ around the table as my cheeky manner was noted by the other guests.


  I was just beginning to appreciate the possibilities of the moment, when I heard Reggie bark from the other end of the table, where his snapping eyes were fixed on me. “Andrew!”


  “Yes, Reg?” our host replied, looking down the table at the aristocratic blond man.


  “If everyone is willing, perhaps we should get on with the event at hand,” my dominant suggested. “I’d like to begin personally, if you don’t mind. Alexandra has appeared to forget herself tonight. She’s been warned about her arrogance. I’m afraid she’s even more deserving of a good punishment than even I thought she’d be.”


  “By all means,” Andrew Locke said, pulling away from the table. He looked pleased with Reggie’s suggestion, and he eyed me sternly, feeling his sense of power over me take charge. “Miss Morgan.” He nodded at me.


  All the formal pleasantries were dispensed with, and I was glad. I couldn’t stand to draw out the inevitable any longer. The god awful clothes were making me angry the way they forced me back to a time I’d just as soon forget. And there was that old prickly agitation of lust and fear combined that I so often had with Reggie in the past. With all this assaulting me again, I just as soon get on with the and get it over with!


  At that instant, I really felt like the recalcitrant brat these people believed me to be. I could think of nothing more befitting than having my bottom paddled, and I was about to break out in some nasty vindictive tirade against them all, that would certainly have proven how much I really needed the punishment that was to follow. This whole thing was suppose to be an adventurous lark, but obviously it was hitting chords in me I hadn’t played in a long time.


  I followed Reggie as he briskly retreated into the living room, and watched as he pulled a chair into the center and sat down. He and I were center stage, where everyone could easily witness what was about to happen.


  “I thought we’d things handled this afternoon, Alexandra, when you were so willing to submit. But it seems that you need another lesson before we get on with other more pleasant things tonight.”


  I could see he was furious with me, his eyes shooting daggers. Gone was the Reggie I was used to seeing, calm, efficient and in total control. I had no idea that my impudent comments at the table would infuriate him so much – not like it hadn’t happen before! For a second I thought he might just be putting on the anger for show, although it wasn’t like Reggie to do that. I was quite sure I’d pissed him off and the anger was real.


  I didn’t have long to ponder the possibilities, since he quickly pulled me down over his lap with a grand flourish. Reaching down to the hem of my skirt, he drew the garment up to my waist and tucked it into the waistband. Framed by the pink of my garter belt and hose, my gleaming ass cheeks were naked for all to see, poised and ready for what I suspected would be a nasty assault. Frankly, I would have been happy if he’d stripped me of the horrid clothes altogether; but this was going to be a textbook spanking, nothing too raunchy, but nothing sweet either.


  From out of nowhere a wooden spanking paddle appeared. I saw it from the corner of my eye as I stared up from my humbled position as the guests gathered a convenient distance around us.


  Without any more preliminaries, Reggie brought the paddle down on my bottom, and I instantly howled loudly in reply to the first mean smack. It was for good reason, this was a no nonsense paddling from the beginning, and the sting was fierce. I kicked my legs to show my protest, as much out of anger as out of any pain—at least at the start. Whatever this mysterious ingredient of rage was, it was certainly fueling my fires. I fought Reggie’s control like I’d never fought it before, as the sharp smack smack of the paddle continued to wreak havoc on my flaming skin.


  “You’d better watch yourself, Alexandra, if you keep up this nonsense,” he gave the stern warning. “I’ll go on forever, and then turn you over to someone else when I get tired.”


  But Reggie’s words had no effect. I answered with another wail, wriggling against him nastily. Though he managed to hold me tightly with his left hand pinned at my waist with a firm steady force, I could tell he was not expecting to have to battle me so forcefully.


  “Dammit stop!” The unexpected cry pierced the air, as the paddle descended with an ever more fierce intensity. My cries went on, my rage not diminishing for even one tiny bit. I’d be damned if I was going to submit to this without a fight.


  To my shocked surprise, Reggie suddenly stopped the spanking, pushed me from his lap and stood up, all the while managing to keep one of my hands firmly in his.


  “Andrew,” he turned to our surprised host. “Miss Morgan and I need to talk in the next room.”


  “Certainly,” Andrew replied. No one seemed to know exactly what was going on, and certainly I didn’t.


  


  “What the hell’s going on with you?” Reggie demanded to know as soon as we were alone in an adjoining sitting room.


  I was breathing heavily, my sobs and tears and rage were still right at the surface. I wanted to scream.


  “I don’t know,” I finally snapped at him, through my labored breathing.


  “You’d better.” He leveled me with a severe, fatherly grimace, then he lifted my bowed head and squarely in the eye. “Talk! Now!” he demanded.


  I couldn’t stop looking at him, though I continued to struggle with his grip on my chin. He kept bringing my face back so I finally gave up, and let his constant stare penetrate me.


  “I hate these clothes,” I finally stammered.


  “You what?” He looked befuddled.


  Hadn’t he heard me?


  “I hate these clothes!” I repeated, my voice rising with anger.


  “You want to explain more. I chose those clothes to suit Mr. Locke and his old-fashioned ideas of spanking naughty women. Certainly you understand that?”


  “Yes, I do,” I admitted.


  “Well?”


  “I think this has something to do with identifying too much with the ‘old’ Alex,” I suggested, knowing right away that I’d hit the nail on the head. I hated the woman I used to be, and I didn’t like any reminder that she was still a part of me.


  I could see a positive response to my explanation register on Reggie’s face, but he wasn’t about to sit and counsel with me. “Alex, it’s not my intention to beat your ass into oblivion to make you behave, and I don’t really care about your personal woes concerning how these clothes make you feel. What you need to do right now is turn yourself into a compliant demure little school girl, and go out and give these men one fine show. That’s all I ask, nothing more. You figure out what this means later. You understand me?” he said.


  Just this much break in the action and a little bit of self awareness allowed me to cool down so I was no longer filled with wild rage.


  “I understand,” I replied, feeling rather foolish for making such a scene in the first place.


  “Good.”


  All the while my skirt remained tucked at my waist, my well reddened ass end hanging out. It should have embarrassed me, but I’d been too consumed with myself to even think about it until we were ready to leave the room. At that moment, Reggie thought about it too.


  “Turn around,” he ordered.


  I complied.


  With the paddle still in hand it was easy for him to give my bottom several more sharp stinging smacks, and though I wiggled and squirmed just a little, my out of control protest was over.


  “I should take you out there and blister your bottom for another fifteen minutes,” he said, “but I’ll let your audience have a whack at you, and you’ll answer to me later. Just behave yourself, because I won’t hesitate to start again myself. And you don’t want that!”


  I took his warning seriously, and giving me one last whack, he sent me on my way.


  


  When we returned to the living room, I was presented to Mr. Locke with the paddle in hand. “She’s all yours,” Reggie said. “As you can see, she could use a whole night of spanking.” With that, Reggie returned to his girlfriend and I was now Mr. Locke’s to punish.


  The man smiled at me kindly, but I knew that was only a ruse. He was anxious and waiting to paddle my bottom, and I’m sure that my unfortunate bauble had just made him more enthused about the prospects of laying the implement on my burning cheeks. Sitting down in the same chair that Reggie had vacated, he pulled me over his lap and gazed at my pink cheeks for some time. I couldn’t see his expression, but I could sense he planned to enjoy every minute of this spanking from a connoisseur’s point of view.


  First, laying one hand on my bottom, he massaged my sore cheeks very lightly. Despite myself, I found a certain pleasure in this, even with a man I didn’t know and certainly didn’t care about. I guess I just couldn’t help the fact that spanking in its purest sense turned me on. Moments later, however, the eager man was whacking at my bottom with a sure and determined stroke of the paddle. I think I must have been a little numb from the previous spanking, because it certainly didn’t have the sting of the earlier one. I imagine too that Andrew Locke was a lot less fierce and purposeful than Reggie, whose anger-fueled assault had been to teach me a very pointed lesson.


  Andrew Locke was considerate enough to pause after every few smacks and allow my bottom to recuperate. That only made the spanking more erotically arousing. I was almost a little disappointed when he finally pushed me off his lap and sent me to the corner to display my bottom for the gathered crowd.


  “I think everyone should get a chance to see this fine crimson up close,” he said as he pushed me on my way. “But don’t think you’re done, young lady. We have a lot more spankers to be satisfied tonight.”


  I had the feeling that I’d get a chance to go over all their laps before the night was over, but at least for the moment I was grateful for a break, even if I did have to expose my rear in this humiliating way.


  


  Resigned to my fate, I knew that despite the clothes, and Reggie’s threats, I’d get through the night—and maybe it wasn’t so bad as I thought given the erotic charge that was all too obvious. On my way to the corner however, I happened to glance at the doorway of the living room, and I instantly froze on the spot. To my horror, surprise, delight and complete bewilderment, there was Will. His handsome eyes were gazing at me with the strangest far off look I’ve ever seen, his unexpected appearance leaving me dazed and unable to move.


  While I stared at my ex-lover’s impassive face, I could hear the sound of Reggie’s Desiree squealing in the background, something about how she wanted to be spanked too.


  “Alexandra!” Andrew Locke snapped me to attention. “To the corner,” he ordered. “And don’t go pleading for sympathy,” he added, as if he knew that my resolve to complete this phase of my grand punishment was suddenly threatened.


  Moving on obediently, I stood submissively facing the wall like a little kid, my heart pounding rapidly in my chest, my desire running rampant, my mind unable to make sense of this whole thing. Why had he come? Had Reggie prompted him? He must have, how else would he know? And just standing there, so completely emotionless, I wished there’d been some hint of his feelings, but there was none. What was this suppose to mean in the scheme of things? Did he still care about me, or was he just checking to really see if I was doing all the nasty things Reggie might have told him about?


  My mind was a confusing mess of thoughts as I half listened to Desiree’s coos and squeals. I heard some man’s hand come down on her bottom and wished I could see the scene myself, although I didn’t dare look. I could tell by her cries that this was a playful paddling, the smacks hardly more than love taps. I even detected the erotic passion in her voice, and wondered how Reggie would be feasting on her body tonight. When the happy Desiree was finally finished with her ‘ordeal’, I waited expectantly, thinking how much I wanted another glimpse of Will, at the very least. A moment to speak to him would be even better.


  


  “Miss Morgan,” I was at last called from the corner. “There are some gentlemen that would like the pleasure of your ass end,” Andrew informed me.


  “Yes, sir,” I replied, as I turned back around.


  And from there, the spanking commenced. I had trips over two more laps before I was allowed a break. I have to admit that I focused very little on these gentle spankings. I was thinking of Will the whole time. Breezing through both brief sessions, I couldn’t wait until they were over so that I could find him.


  After the second spanking, I was allowed to retreat to the bathroom for a rest, while I promised to return for yet another paddling by yet another anxious spanker.


  In the hallway, I chanced to run into the object of my hour’s obsession. Will was coming from the bathroom himself and stopped in front of me. We stood facing each other for some awkward moments, as the painful memory of our last exchange came readily to mind. Now he was so very calm. I wasn’t sure which scared me more. I saw him with fresh eyes, his hard body, his handsome face, and even more, I felt the remarkable presence about him that I loved so much.


  “I’m doing this for you,” I said, suddenly feeling very self conscious.


  “That’s what I hear.”


  “You came to watch?” My voice sounded strained.


  “Curiosity. Although from what I’ve seen so far, you’re still a long way off from the submissive woman you’re supposed to be. At least if I understand what you’re trying to do.”


  “You did see the whole thing?” I asked.


  “You mean did I see you acting like a spoiled, bad-tempered brat?” he asked. “Yes. I’ve certainly seen that before.”


  “It was unexpected, this whole thing tonight,” I told him. “Maybe we could talk?” I asked anxiously thinking that there were a lot of things I wanted to explain to him.


  “Maybe,” he replied. Though giving me a brisk smile, he moved away, while I heard my name mentioned in the other room. I scampered to the bathroom to hide for as long as I could.


  


  When I finally returned to the living room, Will was gone and my heart sank. I suppose in all these weeks, I could have sought him out. I still could. Perhaps it was a positive sign that he had come; it gave me cause to hope.


  I treated another two men to their spanking fantasies, enduring not just their hands and the wooden paddle, but a riding crop, a few cuts from a cane, and some determined probing of my rear channel. I thought I might get screwed before the night was over, but I was very glad that didn’t happen. The spanking was certainly was enough.


  Never in my life had I been punished so thoroughly, though I wasn’t certain at the end, if the worst punishment hadn’t been the heartache, not the abuse to my rear end. It certainly seemed that my emotions were far more bruised than my bottom.


  It was nearly one a. m. when I found myself alone in Reggie’s limo again, feeling the seat a reasonable cushion for my sore rear. I was exhausted and content to be whisked away, back to the security of my home.


  Unexpectedly however, the door of the limo suddenly opened again and Reggie’s face appeared.


  “Wait up for me, Alex,” he said. “I want your ass tonight.”


  “Tonight, now?”


  “Yes,” he said flatly.


  “What about Desiree?” I asked, trying not to sound as bitchy as I felt.


  “She doesn’t take it in the ass,” he said.


  “You could force your way, like you do me.”


  He ignored the haughty comment, and said with a bit of mockery, “I don’t force you to do anything.”


  He was right.


  After all the abuse I’d suffered that night, I wasn’t sure if I welcomed the prospect of getting taken in the rear, but I couldn’t argue with the fact that my clamoring sexual appetites needed something raw and nasty to satisfy the burning heat the punishment raised.


  “I’ll be there by two,” he told me, and he backed out of the car.


  


  ***


  


  Ten hours feeding my sexual flames made for brutal agitation between my legs. I wanted to bring myself off the moment I arrived home, but I didn’t. I tore my clothes off first, happy to dispense with them, and happy to wait for Reggie. For all the mixed feelings I was having, by the time I was settled in my apartment, I couldn’t wait for him to arrive, no matter what he had planned for me. The enema, the spanking, the confrontation with Reggie, more spankings, Will, the clothes…


  Would it matter what he did next? Especially if I had some physical satisfaction for myself.


  


  I stood by the window waiting, looking out on stars and city lights. I hugged myself close, feeling the soft silk of my red jacquard robe, its smooth surface caressing me gently in a way I needed to be caressed.


  I left the door unlocked, thinking Reggie would just let himself in and he did. When I sensed his soft approach behind me, I was able to smile to myself. There had been a time that I had wanted him more than anything. Now he was just a ‘make do’ lover, until I could have my real lover back. I fantasized that I’d turn and it would be Will ready to take me, but I wasn’t that lucky. It was definitely Reggie at my back when he pulled up close. I could tell by the distinctive aroma of his cologne.


  “You know it’s dangerous leaving your door unlocked in the middle of the night,” he told me.


  “It’s probably dangerous letting you inside.”


  One of his hands went immediately to my rear end, easily finding bare flesh, since my robe was short. His other hand came around the front and probed inside the silk, finding a soft breast to rest on. He caressed it very slowly as his hard body rested casually against mine.


  “You like going to your limits, Alexandra?” he whispered in my ear.


  “You’ve taken me there today,” I remarked, and my head fell back against his shoulder.


  He felt up my ass, roughly, determinedly – the hand that had slapped me, wielded the paddle, and probed me mercilessly was now bringing back all the feelings that one long evening of abuse had produced. When I felt a finger at my anal cleft, I breathed deep, relaxed and let the invasion begin. It was what I’d been waiting for, and I needed it now. I moved against him in the encompassing silence, just the sounds of our breathing, and the tiny kisses he laid on the crook of my neck. A day’s worth of tension fell away as I let him have me, all the while thinking there could be nothing more appropriate than this.


  He remained fixed against me, then led me to the couch and pushed me down against it. He held me close the whole while, as if to let me go, I’d be lost. His strong thighs against the back of my thighs were security. His one hand holding me at the waist was an assurance. The cold liquid in my rear cleft was startling, but welcome—with all the hot fires lit on my skin, and inside my body, the cool sensations soothed me.


  He worked my bottom with his hand, reminding me how much I liked the sore feeling. The further he probed my anus, the more I wanted to be entered there. Nothing else would do. Why couldn’t I have figured this out with Will?


  I was opening easily for him, much easier than the first time. The thick lubricant made his penetration swift and sure, and the burst of crude sensations set off a dozen fireworks everywhere. He pushed himself against my ass, slapping me with a few sharp smacks, though nothing I didn’t want.


  “God, yes, Reg…” I cried, and cried again, as he slowly worked his cock in and out of my back door. Then, just as I’d gotten used to the easy rhythm, he suddenly rammed himself inside me. He fucked me hard, as if being gentle no longer mattered – and by then it really didn’t. Despite the intensity of the act, I could have taken him in my ass all night long if he’d wanted to be there.


  However, it didn’t take but a few minutes to satisfy himself. Sensing his mounting pleasure, I replied, moving my hips against him. He answered back with his dick thrusting madly at my back door, and finally jerking with a few quick thrusts. A luscious sounding moan of pleasure greeted my ears as I felt him climax. My own finish was a hairsbreadth away. Sensing my rising orgasm, he gave me the gift of his hands playing with my crotch until I came. Then we both collapsed against the cool of the couch, falling on our sides, Reggie still fixed behind me so I couldn’t see his face.


  


  “You can’t leave tonight,” I told him. It sounded like a command, but he didn’t flinch at it.


  “Don’t worry. I’m too tired to move,” he moaned. I was glad to know I’d have him in my bed with me all night, just for comfort if nothing else. We were both exhausted, though he still had enough energy to squeeze my aching ass cheeks as I led him off to bed. Once between the sheets, however, I was soundly asleep in seconds, and I imagine he was, too.


  I couldn’t believe any man could know me so well and we’d never slept together, not even for a night. But we might as well have been platonic friends as lovers for all the attention we gave each other between those wee hours and the waiting morning.


  


  ***


  


  I was surprised at daybreak to find Reggie was still sleeping beside me, a stray arm reaching out to tickle my sides when he moved. Looking at his face the sternness was much less apparent. I’d never seen him look quite so vulnerable.


  Rising, I took my shower quickly; then went to the kitchen to make us breakfast, though it seemed awkwardly domestic. Reggie and I had never had common place interactions; our times together had always risen above such mundane things as eating, sleeping and the normal business of life.


  It was eight o’clock, admittedly early for a Saturday morning when we could have slept until noon. Yet, I had something important to do and I was not about to sleep any later.


  When Reggie walked through the bedroom door, just as I was putting muffins, juice and coffee on the table, I was glad he looked ready to leave. I wasn’t sure when he had awakened, but he was already fresh washed, spanking clean, and looking like a million dollars, even though he wore the same clothes he’d worn the evening before. It’s a real gift, looking perfect all the time, must be something that comes naturally, a quality Reggie had down pat.


  “How charming,” he said, seeing me with my apron on, and the breakfast on the table.


  “I’m a multifaceted woman,” I quipped.


  “These from scratch?” he asked, sitting down at the table, and taking a muffin from the basket.


  “Yes.”


  “Now, I’m really impressed.”


  I chuckled, and poured him some juice.


  “You care to be spanked this morning?” he asked. I didn’t know if he was serious or not, but I certainly knew my answer.


  “No, not really.”


  “Good, I think you’ve had enough, at least for now.”


  “So my punishment is not over?”


  “Not quite,” he said.


  I sighed heavily.


  “Is Will back in your bed?” he asked pointedly.


  “No,” I admitted.


  “Well then, you can submit again.”


  “You told him about this.” I remarked, remembering Will’s detached look from the night before, and the way it had so thoroughly jerked my emotions to and fro just seeing him.


  “Yes. Though you should have,” Reggie admonished me. “Unfortunately, I don’t think you did yourself any good with the little uproar you caused.”


  “That was regrettable. But I’m putting that behind me, and while I’d love to chat with you, Reg, I have an errand I need to run, so if you’ll just…”


  “Leave? Of course, I don’t want to overstay my welcome.”


  “It’s the video.”


  “Oh?”


  “I think it’s time he saw it,” I explained.


  He looked amused, though I could see he understood what was at stake for me. And why shouldn’t he understand? He’d agreed to help me out of the ‘kindness of heart.’ And I had to believe he really wanted Will and me back together.


  “By the way,” I said, as I got up from the table, “maybe you should train Desiree the way you’ve trained me. I think it’s a little silly for you to have a girlfriend who doesn’t like it in the ass.”


  He looked annoyed at my remark, but I ignored him.


  “Please lock up when you leave,” I said. I couldn’t wait to get on with the rest of my life.


  



  

  Chapter Nine


  


  I knocked on the door of Will’s apartment, feeling sure he’d be up. Always an early riser, he’d certainly be out of bed by ten, dressed and working in his studio.


  “Alex?” he said on seeing me. He was surprised.


  He cracked the door just a little, though I could see he was still in his robe, his hair disheveled and his eyes still bleary from sleep.


  “I’m sorry, did I get you up?”


  “No, I was just in the bathroom.”


  I expected him to ask me in, and when he didn’t, I felt awkward just standing there.


  “I was surprised to see you last night?” I went on, trying to ignore my discomfort.


  “It was interesting,” he replied, noncommittally.


  Damn! This is getting worse.


  “Well, the reason I came was to give you this,” I finally said, handing him the video. He looked at it quizzically. “A bit more indication of my sincerity,” I added. “Reggie made it. I should have given it to you a week ago, but I was chicken.”


  He nodded, but said nothing. I had a thousand things I wanted to say to him, but I was hoping for some encouragement before I began pouring out my heart.


  “Will,” a woman’s voice suddenly called to him from inside his apartment.


  It shocked me.


  “Just a minute, Jane,” he said, turning slightly back to address the unseen woman.


  “Janie Warren?” I asked.


  “Yes. She’s been spending some nights here.”


  Will had known Jane long before he met me.


  “Then…” I was about to ask why he even bothered to go to the party the night before, but never liking to look foolish, I could only think about a hasty retreat. “I suppose then I shouldn’t bother you,” I said, as my churning stomach did one horrendous leap. I turned away, fearing I might end up getting sick all over him.


  “Alex,” he called to me when I was still just a few steps away.


  I turned back around.


  “I’ll look at this,” he said. I had the feeling that he struggled to say it, just as he’d struggled to speak the night before. I wish I knew what was in his head, what was setting off his feelings, what conclusions he’d made about us. But at least for the moment I was destined to remain in the dark, nursing my aching bottom and my aching heart.


  



  

  Chapter Ten


  


  I saw the light gleaming in his office window. It was eight o’clock in the evening. Dinner with an old friend had brought me downtown at an hour when I’d have normally been home and cozy in my apartment.


  Reggie was working late, and on the off chance that he was alone I went inside to see him. When I opened the door to his office, I was delighted to see he was alone.


  “Hi,” I’d surprised him.


  “Alex,” he said, as he turned around. He had a sheaf of papers in his hand. His blond hair was a little mussed, his tie pulled loose in a typical relaxed executive style. I’d never really seen him that way. My body quickened at just the sight of him, however, the expression on his face bothered me. It was emotionless, not a particularly good sign.


  “This is really a fluke, my being down here,” I said. “I saw your light on.”


  “Well this is what I do when I have no pert bottom to spank,” he replied flatly. There was no twinkle in the stunning blue eyes, just a predictable cold.


  He sat casually on the corner of his secretary’s desk in the reception area, waiting for me to speak.


  “You could have had mine,” I reminded him, letting him know I was feeling neglected. An entire week with no word from either Reggie or Will, and I was beginning to get desperate. I wasn’t used to being unwanted.


  “Missing it, huh?” he commented, as he stared directly at my bottom.


  “Maybe.”


  “So, you think you can come down here and woo me into blistering your ass. Or did you just want it screwed?” he asked.


  I shivered at his cold question.


  “I haven’t heard from you, I haven’t heard from Will. It’s been nearly a week?” I explained, as I was wilting under his icy stare. I was thinking this whole move might have been a terrible mistake.


  “You want to be in control again, don’t you?” he said. “Not getting enough attention?”


  I was ready to stammer something, but nothing came out.


  “So what will you do, find another personal ad to answer? Some poor longing dominant who’s dying for a submissive bottom?”


  I was speechless. After almost enjoying being in bed with him the week before, he was now as heartless to me as he’d ever been.


  “I told you I’d punish you on my time. I suggest you remember that. I haven’t wanted what you have to offer the last few days, so you’ll just have to pocket your spanking lust, unless you want to hire someone else to abuse your ass.”


  “I’m sorry I came,” I replied, practically in tears.


  “It’s control, Alex, it always has been. You’re so used to creating your sex life, that you can’t stand not being in charge, defining every little detail with that wildly creative mind of yours. It was a problem when you were first with me, and it’s a problem still. The truth? It’s the heart of your problem with Will. Of course by now, even you should realize that.”


  There was a knot in the pit of my stomach that felt like lead. Truth does that to me. To think that I was still dealing with one of the same issues that originally brought me to Reggie in the first place.


  “You go home and wrestle with that, and if I’m in the mood for you again, you’ll know.”


  “And if you’re not?” I asked.


  “Then I’m not.”


  “So, you’re saying you’re finished with my punishment?” I asked.


  “Really bothers you, doesn’t it?”


  His arrogance made me feel two inches tall, while at the same time raising my sexual arousal through the roof.


  “I guess I’d better go home and lick my wounds,” I said, trying to smile.


  He didn’t smile in return; instead his stare bore right through me, penetrating me with its chilling cold, so that I shivered from my teeth to my toes until I was well away from his office building.


  



  

  Chapter Eleven


  


  Shuffling through some papers in my office, I was aware of a deadline bearing down on me that I couldn’t ignore. My last weeks with Reggie had put me behind in a lot of things. I was beginning to think that I’d better put aside the whole horror of my broken relationship and my half-ass attempts to repair it through this absurd punishment, lest everything in my life turn to shambles.


  The picture of Will’s face was constantly in my mind, though I wasn’t sure sometimes whether it was a pleasant daydream, or a hellish nightmare. Having obsessed on him so much, when I looked up from my desk and saw Will standing in front of me, I first thought it was my imagination again and assumed it was just another daydream creation. And when I saw his classically warm smile staring down at me, I must have really looked like a dunce just staring back opened mouthed, in awe.


  “Hi,” I finally managed, fully expecting this apparition of my estranged lover to disappear.


  “I think it’s time to talk,” he said.


  “Really?”


  He nodded, that lovely air of charming insouciance kidnapped me instantly, my stomach fluttering as madly as it had the night we first met. He wore the same endearing expression when he rescued me on the stairs of our apartment building. That night he’d taken me in and nurtured my battered ego as much as he nurtured my scuffed knee. With no effort at all, I flashed back to the night I lost my virginity to him days after we met. That provocative move had sealed my fate for several years. Looking at him in the doorway of my office now, he looked at me so kindly, I hoped that Will was thinking about the same things.


  “I’d like to talk,” I told him. My heart was leaping to its feet, and I was quickly fast-forwarding to pictures of us back in bed that very night. Though still smarting from Reggie’s quick put-down days before, I was not about to assume anything. “Would you like to come to dinner?” I offered.


  “No, I don’t think we’re ready for anything that civil,” he said.


  I nodded as if I understood, though I had no idea what he really meant, and I was disappointed by the refusal.


  “I’ll stop by,” he offered instead. There was a smile on his face, but it was not as comfortable as it should have been, as if he was still smarting from the hurt he’d suffered from me. It was such a subdued expression, not at all like Will, who was normally much more animated whether he was in a good mood or bad. I wasn’t at all comfortable with this more restrained side of him.


  As he walked away, I realized that his presence shocked all my bodily desires into action again. His tight compact build moved with such grace. Seeing his tight ass move, it reminded me of how we’d danced together. He’d taught me how to move against him, body to body, so it almost looked as if we were screwing with our clothes on, right on a dance floor.


  His brown hair had grayed only enough so that he didn’t look too young, the jaunty smirk, the spark of light in his brown eyes, the glint of the earring in his ear…all that had wooed me the second that I first laid eyes on him was doing magical things to my body one more time.


  And yet, as I watched him disappear, I knew we had a long way to go to repair the damage done by my grand mistake. And as Reggie had so rudely pointed out to me, beyond that instantaneous damage, there was the larger issue of submission and control yet to be resolved. It seemed as if we still had one arduous journey before I’d get to enjoy Will’s magic again—if I ever would.


  


  ***


  


  I waited anxiously for two days, scared to death that Will’s surprise appearance at my office was nothing more than a spontaneous whim that he no longer cared to pursue. But on the third night after, I stopped at my front hallway with a heavy bag of groceries in hand, seeing a light on in my living room—that shouldn’t have been burning. One look at the coat rack in the foyer, at the familiar brown leather jacket, and I knew it was Will.


  “Gee, I almost thought you’d forgotten,” I exclaimed, as I barged happily into the living room with my bag in hand and a cheery grin. I went quickly into the kitchen to put down the grocery sack.


  Will was sitting in his chair staring at me with his dark eyes giving nothing away; he was certainly not as charming as he’d been in my office. I nervously began to put away my purchases, when I heard his voice shake me awake.


  “Alex, those can wait.”


  “Sure,” I replied, putting down cans of tuna, and making my way through the dining room to the couch that faced him.


  Sitting, I waited in the incredible mind-chilling silence that descended around us. He studied me for a time, then leaned forward in the chair, arms on his thighs, the most disarming look on his handsome face. I had no idea what was going on, at least his casual posture tried to put me at ease.


  “I made a mistake with you, Alex,” he finally spoke.


  “You did?”


  “Yeah.” By the tone of his voice, I could tell he was very clear about this, as if he’d thought this through very carefully.


  “I assumed that Reggie had fixed you when he walked you through your desires at his estate. When those months were over, I was so elated to have you back, I acted like some starry eyed kid at Christmas. And…I let you get away with sliding back into a lot of old habits. Oh! you looked different, and you had more confidence; but you were telling me tall tales when you vowed that you didn’t need discipline anymore, that all the rough stuff, the spanking and the punishment was something you got over.”


  What he was saying made me shudder, especially the cold delivery. It sounded so much like Reggie himself.


  “When I was at the spanking party the other night and Reggie told me that he could punish you forever, something dawned on me that I should have known. I guess not being as experienced as my dear friend, I just didn’t realize the nature of the sexual beast I was living with.”


  I fidgeted nervously, knowing exactly where he was going with this lecture long before the words were out of his mouth.


  “Your darker sexual desires don’t die. They may get pushed aside for a while. They may be supplanted by softer sex, or other fantasies, but those desires never really go away, do they?”


  I cleared my throat, sure I was going to choke on my answer. “No,” I agreed.


  He just nodded his head at my admission.


  “So I suppose Reggie’s going to continue…”


  “No. I am.” The words hit like a thunder clap, why so unexpectedly I don’t know, but I know I physically jerked when it registered.


  “I should have done it all along, and that was my fault.”


  The times Will had been so stern and authoritative with me had been rare. I hadn’t allowed them to happen. They scared me, because the sexual craving that went with this prickly kind of exchange was so strong, I could hardly tolerate the feeling. And at the moment I could hardly contain myself.


  “You’re going to punish me now?” I asked, hesitantly.


  “You have a problem with that, now that I intend to administer it?” he snapped sarcastically, the cool melting as the slow burn on his insides was beginning to flare. It was a Will I was more used to.


  “No, no, no,” I assured him.


  “My problem, Alex, I can’t help loving you, and I certainly can’t stop. This separation is eating away at me, so it’s ending, at least part of it. And from now on, Miss Princess, the relationship changes. I’m not going to be taken advantage of, and you’re not going to get anywhere trying to deny what we both know you want and need. We’ll both be a lot happier.”


  There were two sides to my feelings: the side that was so happy I thought it was New Year’s Eve all over again, and the side that was knee knocking, heart pounding, terrified. This was worse than anything I’d ever felt with Reggie. I didn’t really know what to feel. Reggie had always been a fantasy, but Will never had been. Reggie belonged to a world apart from the real one, but Will was reality everyday life, and that was much more difficult to face.


  “You’ve got a lot of penance to pay, Alex. I think we might as well get started.”


  “I’ve already paid a great deal with Reggie,” I reminded him, thinking of the weeks I’d bared my butt for Reggie’s ruthless punishments.


  Will chuckled darkly. “Well gee, Alex,” he said with an inspired grin. “As far as I’m concerned none of that counts.”


  “What? None?” I was quaking in every corner of my body.


  “I’m the wronged party here, I decide when you’ve had enough.”


  “But you told me if…”


  “Don’t argue,” he snapped. “It’s going to get you nowhere.” He stood up. “Let’s begin with you over the arm of the chair,” he said, pulling me reluctantly to my feet.


  Once standing I looked beside the chair and to my surprise, I found myself gazing at the three implements that Reggie had tested on me, and then purchased in the antique shop.


  “He gave them to you?” I asked.


  “Yeah, a few weeks back.”


  “Shipped them directly to you?” I queried further.


  “Yes,” he replied, but he didn’t like the third degree.


  Picking up the reform school paddle I remembered so well, he pointed to the chair again.


  “Couldn’t you just use the strap to start?” I asked, very carefully.


  “Reggie said you’d say that,” Will replied.


  “You talked to him?”


  He smirked. “That really does irk you, doesn’t it?”


  A dozen fleeting thoughts were all of a sudden converging on me at once, my head spinning, my thumping heart sounding like a drum in my ear; but I didn’t have even a second to get anything straight, because Will pushed me rudely over the arm of my overstuffed chair, and raised my skirt so my behind was ready for him. What seemed so incredibly appropriate with Reggie, almost easy anymore, was downright bizarre with Will. For some strange reason this was more humiliating than any punishment I ever had. I was trembling everywhere with a sensation that was ungodly sexual; at least until the first blow hit. And that practically knocked me off my feet, even if I had the security of the cushion beneath me.


  “Yeeouch!” I yowled.


  I was shocked. The smack of the paddle was so fast and fierce, I was dancing madly, hardly able to keep my kicking feet on the carpet.


  “Stop your wiggling!”


  “Damn it hurts!” I roared angrily.


  “Good. It’s suppose to,” he roared back, just as angrily. All that cool reserve was supplanted by his righteous wrath. I knew I was in for quite a punishment.


  He smacked me right through my pleas, ignoring any protest, as if he was stone deaf. I had no idea what an efficient spanker Will could be and the burn he raised on me was so intense it wasn’t long before I was in tears. What I could often hold back with Reggie, just plain hurt that much more with the man I loved.


  Once I tried standing up, just to take a break, but he pushed me down with a firm shove.


  “You try that again and you’ll regret it.” He finished off the statement with a sharp whack of the paddle that renewed my tears and wailing.


  A few dozen more hard smacks, and he was finished. The end sudden, but I was hardly going to argue. My poor bottom was stinging hot, and I’m sure a deep shade of red.


  I tried to rise.


  “Stay put,” he ordered sternly.


  I’d rarely heard him sound so parental, though behind his words was an incredible fury. As I suspected, the Reggie-like cold had only been a mask for the anger, indignation and hurt that the spanking revived in him. If ever I was getting my just desserts, I was getting them now.


  “You wonder sometimes, Alex, that all the answers stare you in the face, and you just can’t see them. I never realized how good it would feel taking this out on your bottom.” He was standing next to me with the paddle in hand and inspired again, he gave me another smack, just for good measure.


  My god, I thought, he was going to keep me there forever, as much as he seemed to be enjoying himself. I snuffed loudly, just to let him know I was still feeling the awesome effects of the last fifteen minutes.


  “I’m not through punishing you, but I’m not going to wear you out in one night. You take some time to think about this. Think about our whole relationship. See if it’s what you really want from me. I won’t put up with our lives the way they used to be,” he swore. “I hope this treatment works for you, because it certainly is satisfying for me.”


  I could tell he was about to leave, and I was absolutely frantic.


  “You’re not going are you?” I said, at last standing up and facing him.


  “Yes, I’m going,” he confirmed.


  “But…” I expected warmth, sex, a cuddling arm at the very least, all the tender things I knew with Will. He was offering none of that. What was worse, all my raging hormones were demanding some kind of relief.


  “You’re aroused, aren’t you?” he said. Obviously my distress was written in my nonplused expression.


  “Yes,” I admitted, hopefully.


  He smiled wickedly. “Good. That will make the evening all the more meaningful.”


  “You’re really leaving me?” I cried.


  “Oh, yes I am, with your bottom red, your pussy hot, and your desires in flames. Living through Reggie’s punishment is gonna look easy compared to this.”


  I stood there in a face smudged, hair mussed, flaming hot state of disarray, as Will gave me the most devastatingly triumphant smirk and walked out my door.


  



  

  Chapter Twelve


  


  “Is there any way you’ll consent to see me?” I asked Reggie over the phone, one week later.


  “Why?” he asked.


  “I have to talk to someone, and I don’t know if anyone else could even begin to understand.”


  “You should just talk to Will,” he countered. “It’s about him, isn’t it?”


  “Reggie, please.” It seemed utterly stupid to plead with this man, but I actually won him over.


  “How about a bowl of soup at the cafe across from the office, tomorrow noon?” he suggested, though he didn’t really sound all that pleased about it.


  “I’ll be there,” I replied. “And thank you.”


  


  ***


  


  In the cafe the next day, I sat down gingerly on the seat across from Reggie.


  “Do I detect a sore bottom?” he asked.


  “Very.”


  “So, how’s it going?” He was cool, but not unfriendly, his disposition could go either way; it was always hard to tell what the man had on his mind.


  “Horrible.”


  “Tell me,” he asked curiously.


  “You sent him the implements,” I complained.


  Reggie smiled pleased. “I thought you’d like that. Did Will?”


  I maintained a dour look on my face. “He started with the paddle first, in fact, that seems to be a real favorite.”


  “The hardest to take,” he observed.


  “Last night, he used all three, one right after another, as if I could stand it.”


  “And you did,” he pointed out. “You’re here, aren’t you? Isn’t Will everything you wanted?” Reggie asked.


  “I used to think so,” I replied.


  “And not now?”


  “Frankly, I’m getting a load more sympathy from you right now than I’ve gotten from Will the whole week, and you’re hardly being sympathetic. I’m beginning to wonder if I haven’t made a mistake.”


  “About what?” he asked.


  “About Will, what else! Three times, he’s punished me in six days, and it’s nothing but hard, fast and cruel. He’s so ruthless with the paddle, I almost beg him to use the strap. But then that can cut like a knife. The only thing he’s not so sure of is the cane. I think he’s actually afraid of that, but he certainly makes up for it with the others. And that doesn’t even mention, his hand and the hairbrush.”


  Reggie hardly looked sympathetic.


  “With you it was rough,” I went on. “But there was some kindness, or sex or something. I mean, at least recently.”


  He laughed. “You’re really one piece of work, Alex. Will Kozak goes to the wall for you, gives you to me for months at a time, waits to see if you even want him. Then, when you come back to him, you’re up to your old games without batting an eye. And now, after you deceive him, you balk because everything is not neat and tidy with him again, in what? Six days?”


  “You’re going to be as hard on me as he is,” I observed.


  “You’re damn right, Alexandra. If you value your relationship, if you believe that it’s worth paying a few prices to keep, then you’ll grit your teeth and take what’s coming to you. After all, you were the one that created this mess.”


  I didn’t like hearing his assessment of my life, but I’d invited his counsel. There was nothing I could do but listen.


  “It’s back to control, luv,” he said, shaking his head. “Just remember, you’re going through some adjustments. You don’t want the relationship back the way it used to be. That didn’t work for either of you, so don’t try to make it that way again. He’s the man you want, he’s the man you’ve always been attracted to. For god’s sake, allow him to be himself, be real yourself. You might be surprised.”


  “I am attracted to Will. Passionately. But then, I’ve been attracted to you too,” I reminded him.


  “No, not really. With me you’re just attracted to a perfect fantasy in your head. With Will you have everything else between you, the love, or are you forgetting that?”


  “That’s what I need right now, and I’m not getting.”


  “Be patient, you’re looking for instantaneous cures, while Will is making up for lost time.”


  I looked at his almost kind face, a trace of friendliness threatening to break out. “I still wonder sometimes if I shouldn’t have loved you all along. It seems that it’s always been much easier between us.”


  “I’m not so sure of that, the way you rebelled. Though believe me, when I think of the women I should have loved, you do come to mind. But it would never work. I know that. It would all fall apart the instant we really tried to be more than just dominant and submissive.”


  “You’re so sure,” I said.


  “You don’t run into brick walls as many times as I have, and not know certain things.”


  “You surprise me,” I conceded. “Sometimes you make me so furious I could spit, but now you’re almost, and I mean almost vulnerable.”


  He chuckled. “I’ll have to watch that. Truth is: I’m just like everyone else, some things I see clearly; but there are others that are as vague as my own face viewed in a muddy puddle.”


  I thought that an odd description. I’d never heard him speak about himself that way before.


  “I wouldn’t give up on love, Reg, you might just surprise yourself.”


  “And don’t you give up on Will. You need him.” He sounded There he was again, sounding like a stern but reassuring parent.


  


  ***


  


  That night, Will was at the apartment when I got home from work. He was sitting in the chair just as he had the other three times he’d invaded my dwelling. Seeing him there instantly made my bottom tingle, and I was ready to cry looking at the wicked expression on his face.


  “So you told on me,” he said, looking at me with dark cold eyes.


  I stopped in my tracks. “Reggie told you?” I whined.


  “In detail.”


  “That rat!”


  “Come here, Alex,” he motioned me to him, and I made the cautious journey to his side, standing next to him. He reached out and stroked my thigh. “It’s kind of funny, you’re going to Reggie to complain. So you think I’m too hard on you?”


  “I’m not complaining, but I suppose you’re going to punish me just for talking to him.”


  “No.”


  “Okay,” I replied. I was suspicious, considering our last three times together. His hand on my thigh was having a distinctly sexual effect.


  “No. But I will tell you this, if you’re frustrated with the way things are, that’s really too bad. I told you when I first came back that I was in charge.”


  He continued to massage my thigh. And I can’t say I minded the way this first little tenderness from him in months was making my mangled heart suddenly soar.


  “I’m going to do things my way, darling, and you’d better get used to it.”


  “I just wanted everything else we used to have, too,” I said. “The affection, the tenderness, the sex.” I emphasized the last.


  “That’s coming, I promise.”


  His hand rose to my upper thigh, moving to the inside of my leg. I knew my pussy was dampening, the desire climbing to an almost impossible degree. I pressed myself against his hand, wanting more. And yet I felt so precarious and exposed; I wasn’t used to this with him. It was another thing that was easy with Reggie. Though not with Will. “I’m scared,” I whispered, practically in tears. “But I still want it to work.”


  “Well then, we’ll keep working at it, and all you have to do is give up control.”


  By then my legs were like jelly, and I knew Will well enough to know that we were on our way to sex. I wanted it more than anything, but I was scared of that too.


  His hand made its way to my crotch, though suddenly he seemed to change his mind, and he meandered to my bottom, leaving my throbbing cunt to remain untouched. Squeezing my ass firmly, his tight grasp reminded me of the punishing spankings he’d given me that week. There were still places on my bottom that were tender, and I winced as sharp pains raced through me. I shouldn’t have been surprised that he began to probe between my ass cheeks.


  “He told you about that, too?”


  Will didn’t say a word, his expression said everything. Standing up, he surrounded me with a warm hug, though it didn’t last long. He was far too intent on taking me than being kind.


  “Been a long time, Alex,” he said, as his fingers probed deeper into my rear cleft, to my bottom hole. He pulled a jar of cream from the table where he’d placed it, and the cream became lubricant to grease my rear channel. I let the feelings begin there, remembering well how Reggie had screwed me, and I hadn’t flinched or protested because I couldn’t. I wondered what would have happened if I did with Will?


  For an instant I thought I’d test him, see if he would balk the way he used to. But it was so unfair, and I’d just be controlling as I’d been before. Making the decision not to refuse him made all the erotic sensations in my body that much stronger. Was this what submission felt like?


  When he turned me around and pushed me over the arm of the chair, I was ready for him, even eager for him to violate me the way he often wanted. The entry was easy and swift; and he rode me gently, even though from time to time he slapped my bottom just to remind me of my place. I was all his, demanding nothing for myself, and grateful that after all these weeks, we’d at last progressed to this point. As he exploded inside, I found my own orgasm mount and spill deliciously over the edge in sensuous waves to match his much stronger climax. By the time he finally withdrew, I felt weak as a kitten and well used.


  Will pulled me from the chair immediately, I was almost too limp to stand; though he was strong enough to keep me on my feet. His hand was in my hair, his lips on my forehead, while I remained tight to his chest. I clung tightly to him, afraid he’d leave.


  “You’ve forgiven me?” I whispered, with my face buried in his chest.


  “Yes, I’ve forgiven you.” And a little more of me collapsed contentedly against him.


  


  We stayed locked together for a while not moving. And though I should have felt a good deal of satisfaction, my mind was already wondering what would happen next.


  “So, you don’t need to punish me again?” I ventured.


  “Punish you anymore for deceiving me? No. Keep you in line? Yes.”


  “And you’ll be moving back in?” I asked. We were on a roll and I was starting to ride high.


  Will tightened up, almost imperceptibly, but I felt it. He pushed me away, gently. “No,” he said.


  I was devastated, in tears and wanting to tear myself away, but he held me firmly by the shoulders.


  “We’re starting over, remember?”


  “Completely?”


  “I’m not going to move fast, Alex. We’ll get this right this time, before we start making commitments we can’t keep.”


  “But?” I started my protest, a whole string of promises ready to spill out.


  “Shush,” he said, putting his hand against my mouth, knowing what I was about to do. “You have lots to think about, and I’m going to give you plenty of time to do that. Now I think I’d better go.”


  That was it. He left me with as much desire and loneliness as when he left after the punishments. I was filled brim full of guilt and regret that I’d ever let our relationship come to this. Though at least this time, there was some glimmer of hope.


  


  ***


  


  I remember the weeks that followed for their extremes: the wild highs of being with Will, romantically, sexually and as his willing submissive. He was testing me. There’s no other way to describe the treatment. I’ve never known the man to be so deliberate, cautious and so thorough.


  “I’m guarding against the hurt,” he told me one night.


  I’d just made a trip over his lap, one of the first since ‘hell week,’ my affectionate term for that first week of punishment.


  I’d been late meeting him for dinner, and was feeling piqued with him for being annoyed by my tardiness. I snapped at him one too many times, just like in the old days, which were not exactly ancient history. Once we were back in my apartment, I was over his lap, no warning at all, with the hairbrush coming down on my bottom while I kicked and screamed and cried bloody murder.


  Before he let me up, he’d managed to cover my entire bottom from the top of my cheeks down to the top of my thighs with a fast furious blast of smacks. If I’d thought the strap and cane and even the wooden paddle were bad; this old fashioned moment over his firm thighs had to be as nasty as any earlier punishment. It was completely humiliating being treated like a child, with the spanking intended to curb my bratty disposition.


  It was a rude awakening, especially after I thought things had settled down between us. No, it wasn’t going to be like the old days, when I’d ride roughshod over our relationship, demanding things in my very sweet way and expecting Will to kowtow to my manipulations. Then again, maybe I was testing him too, just to see if he would live up to his vows.


  



  

  Chapter Thirteen


  


  I remember Reggie chuckling once, telling me that ‘some things you plan, other things just kind of happen without your knowing it.’ What became the turning point, though not the final chapter—if there will ever be a final chapter in my relationship with Will—was one of those things that ‘just happened,’ without forethought, without any design or plans. A magical fluke perhaps…and yet it seems the outcome was almost pre-ordained, as if I had some prankster of a guardian angel to manipulate me like a puppet in order for me to learn the best lesson of my life.


  


  I was prickly for weeks with an unpredictable Will who’d leave me smarting, confused and a little wary. I never knew if he would love me, punish me, or ignore me; and my rattled nerves could hardly take much more of my quixotic lover. I was at a point where I wasn’t sure if the constant trauma to my peace of mind was worth what I thought might result, if I held on long enough. Even Reggie’s words of encouragement had worn thin. The bottom line was, I wanted Will home, living with me, loving me, and even punishing me regularly if that’s what I needed; but being jerked around on his whim was as difficult to bear as it had been when I was jerked around on Reggie’s strings years before.


  My own manipulating mind was beginning to run free with all kinds of ideas to end this horrible in-between, and bring him back where he belonged. But I knew that there was nothing that wouldn’t be seen as a cunning manipulation, and I’d never have him back if I was found out. What brought this impasse to a head was something completely unconscious.


  


  “Alex, I’m glad I caught you,” Will’s voice boomed over the phone. He was rushed and excited, so I surmised from his brusque manner. “Did you get my note? You’re meeting me at Reggie’s estate at seven,” he said. “I can’t pick you up, you’ll have to take a taxi, then I’ll take you home.”


  “What note?” I asked. I was lying, I saw the note, plain as day, and like everything else that had happened since Will announced that we were going to a party at Reggie’s, I was frightened and suspicious.


  “I left you a note, told you everything,” he said sounding annoyed.


  “Will, please can’t you pick me up?”


  “No, I can’t. I’ll send the taxi, just be there. And Alex, don’t start getting all spooked about this again. I told you, this is one time you don’t have to worry. It’s a totally innocent party at the estate, no sex, no spanking, nothing, just a night to get away and have some fun. We’re certainly not going to make you parade around naked.”


  I didn’t believe him. I hadn’t from the start. Reggie’s estate meant only one thing to me.


  “I don’t have a choice?” I said. “You know, I haven’t felt well at all today.”


  “No, you don’t have a choice, you’re just nervous. It’ll be the best thing in the world for you.”


  “Thanks,” I said sarcastically. “You’re really getting into wielding power over me.” I was snapping like a turtle.


  “You think so?” he asked, not expecting me to be so annoyed.


  “Yeah!” I said. How could I walk in there again? And now, alone, without Will on my arm. It was impossible.


  “Well, get over your fears, darling, because I want you there.”


  Those words almost muted the freezing chill that ran so fast through me, I could hardly move.


  “So how do I dress?” I asked.


  “We already talked about that,” he said exasperated. “How about that red dress I like so much?”


  “I guess,” I agreed reluctantly.


  “Then, I’ll see you there.”


  Every memory, every act, every wild recollection of that former time thundered through me. It thawed the chill, but like ice cracking on a spring day, I was afraid of the ensuing flood of emotions, and by the time the receiver hit the phone cradle, I was certain that there was no way I would walk back into that house again. I’d do anything to stay away.


  


  At 6:45 p.m. I called Reggie’s house as my stomach did its hundredth flip flop since the conversation with Will. I really was feeling sick. “Reggie please,” I asked the maid that answered.


  “Reggie, this is Alex,” I said when I heard his voice.


  “Yes.”


  “I’m sick. I mean it, really sick.”


  “Sick how?” he said, actually sounding worried.


  Did knots in my stomach count…did weak knees and an aching head give me cause enough?


  “You’re not sick because the party is here?” he asked before I could answer.


  “C’mon. I’ve already been through that with Will. I’m beyond that now. I was really looking forward to tonight. This must be the flu. I just barfed up everything in my stomach. You can call my friend Kathy, she was just down here nursing me.” I had called Kathy about my plight; my next door neighbor would do anything I asked her to, and keep mum about the truth.


  My head was hot from pounding so hard that it made my lying easier.


  “I’m sorry to hear that. I was looking forward to seeing you. You’d better get to bed,” he said, backing off so kindly, I was astounded.


  It’s just as well he did didn’t argue. There was no way I was going to his party, if that’s what it really was. I had visions of playing out my rocky relationship with Will right in front of Reggie’ eyes; and one dominant man at a time was all I could take. Still reeling over the little things that continued to slip out in conversation with Will, my mind worked overtime putting all the pieces together; it seemed to me that the whole three week punishment fiasco with Reggie was actually a plot between my two masters of manipulation. At that very moment, I wasn’t sure I wanted either one of them as friend or lover!


  After I hung up the phone, I went to bed, putting several bottles of medicine at my bedside, a barfing pan, everything to make my sickness as realistic as possible, just in case.


  


  About an hour after my conversation with Reggie, my worst fears were realized when I heard Will coming through my front door. I listened as he made his way through the apartment until he was standing by the bed.


  “Get up, you’re going to the party.”


  “I’m sick,” I told him. I turned over in bed and groaned.


  “No, you’re not. You’re just afraid, and I’m not going to let you get away with that.”


  “Will, I feel horrible, you have to believe me.”


  “Not as horrible as you’re going to feel if you don’t get your ass out of bed.”


  I really didn’t have much choice, because he was pulling my dead weight with a firm tug. Still I resisted.


  “Stop the act now or it’s only going to get worse,” he snapped, getting angrier the more I tried to pull back.


  “Call Kathy, ask her, she was here when I was throwing up.”


  “That’s bullshit. I know it. You know it. Kathy would tell me the sky was green and there were orange eagles flying overhead, if you told her to.” He tugged at me harder.


  “Will, stop!” I barked at him sharply, but that was the last straw.


  His eyes were flashing, his demeanor now that chilling hot/cold that could sometimes thrill the pants off of me, if I’d had any on. Unfortunately, my pants were already off, and lying on the chair by the bed. And to make it all worse, my wide leather belt was still inside the loops, where it was perfectly easy for Will to remove.


  In a split second he had the belt free, and with my bottom naked, I was over his knee, the doubled leather coming down on my rear with lightning quick speed.


  “Stop!” I barked. “I’m going to be sick.”


  “Well, that’s too bad,” he barked right back. I couldn’t understand why he didn’t believe me, it seemed the more I waged my battle, the less influenced he was.


  “Don’t you ever, ever, try to deceive me like that again!” he shouted as the snaps of two inch leather smacked my rear.


  “Yeeeoooch!” I wailed before it even hurt, and he didn’t like that either.


  “You’re one classic case, Alex Morgan, one surefire bitch!”


  The belt peppered my bottom. And the more I ranted, the harder he hit my buns, the more inspired he seemed to be to keep going. I knew it was useless to struggle with a determined man, but I did anyway. I had to save face, and I almost hoped I’d puke all over the floor just to prove my point, but I wasn’t lucky enough for that to happen.


  Will knew that, damn him!


  Still, I struggled like the dickens, and for good reason, the leather was putting one hellish burn on my bottom, and I could hardly stand another smack.


  “Please,” I pleaded. I was getting weary of the battle, but he kept it up, the leather hitting me right on the center of my ass cheeks where it hurt the most.


  “You planning to mark me?” I finally blurted out.


  Of course that only made him start again.


  After that, I gritted my teeth and put on my best spanking deportment. To my great relief, with a few more feverish smacks, he finally stopped. Pushing me to my feet, however, it seemed the fire of his anger had hardly left his furious eyes. “Now! You have exactly five minutes to get yourself gorgeous.”


  “What!”


  “Reggie’s party? Or did you forget?”


  “Now? My god, I look like shit! It’s nearly eight.”


  “Well then, we’ll be fashionably late.” His glaring eyes challenged me to object again.


  “You don’t mean it. You’re going to make me face Reggie?” I couldn’t think of anything more horrible.


  “Seems to me you owe him an apology.” He simply wouldn’t see it my way.


  “Really?” I whined.


  “You want to give me another excuse. I’ll go another round with this.” The belt was still in his hand. I stared at it for a moment. “You’re going to go with me, Alex. It’s just a matter of how sore and red you want your bottom to be.”


  I got the message, and seeing that I had, he finally wandered out to the living room while I got dressed.


  


  When I finally appeared in the bright red dress, his expression was humorless. “You know, I should punish you again for being, let’s see…” he was looking at his watch, “five minutes past my deadline. But, you’re looking so beautiful, I’ll forgive you that much.” His anger was replaced by an affectionate grin, and at least for the moment, I considered myself safe.


  


  ***


  


  The lights in Reggie’s house were glimmering so brightly, I almost thought it was lit up for Christmas, it looked so inviting. I’d never seen his home from this viewpoint, outside at night. I’d always been inside where the dramas of Reggie’s life were brewing, and where I’d been the centerpiece as his dutiful submissive.


  I tried putting on a delightful grin, sure to ward off any uncomfortable moment of my arrival. Everything was coming back to me; all the trials I’d endured in this place were instantly fresh in my mind. And yet, the light hearted nature of the party seemed to dispel the ominous feelings. Perhaps it was be a perfectly innocent evening, just as Will insisted. Reggie was charming. Will said nothing of my tardiness, or the necessity of my having to be shanghaied to the party, encouraged by the leather belt. It seemed that all had been forgotten and I had the evening won.


  There was one slight moment of anxiety when I found myself standing in the middle of Reggie’s library. A cold chill raced up my spine, though I didn’t want to acknowledge why.


  “You recall what happened here?” Reggie turned to me and asked. Apparently he was remembering that night, too. There were other people mingling around the room, paying no attention to us, so there was little way I could squirrel my way out of a response.


  “How could I forget,” I said. It was the sight of my first anal sex experience, and my initiation into the Reggie’s world of submission.


  “You think we ought to repeat that scene?”


  The suggestion startled me. As I looked at him and then at Will, I was scared to death that was exactly what these two had in mind. A full public display of my ass, likely spanked again until it was raw, and god knows what thereafter.


  “Please no,” I pleaded. I could feel my face blushing as brightly as my bottom earlier had.


  Reggie scrutinized me thoroughly, and standing close, it was nothing for him to reach around me and squeeze my tender bottom. I tried not to wince too much, though he wasn’t squeezing it lightly. But as if their little test was over, his expression finally softened, and he flashed me an engaging grin. “You can relax. As much as I’d like to see a repeat performance for old times’ sake, these people wouldn’t understand if I were to all of a sudden upend you over the stool and violate your ass.”


  I breathed a sigh of relief.


  “But just watch your back. You never know what’s going to happen.” He gave me a light hearted peck on the cheek and walked away.


  “Why did he say that?” I wondered aloud to Will.


  “C’mon. He’s always going to keep you on your toes, it’s the trademark of your relationship.”


  Will was right about that, and I decided to let the remark pass.


  


  I strolled out of the room on Will’s arm, glad to be anywhere else but in that room with all its amazing memories. We smiled kindly at people who we passed, and made pleasant conversation. I just needed time to settle in, and not feel impending doom. I was beginning to relax, and my drink made me lightheaded enough to calm my nerves. I watched Reggie for a while as he made his way through his crowded rooms, playing the dashing host. There was a ravishing creature on his arm most of the time. She was introduced to me as Maria.


  “Is she Reggie’s next submissive?” I asked Will.


  “I don’t think so. I’m not sure he’s doing much training these days. You probably scared him off of it,” he looked down at me with a nasty smirk.


  I ignored the remark as we continued to mingle.


  Wandering toward the back of the house, Will all of a sudden pulled me by the hand into Reggie’s private den, just off the larger library. He said he wanted a break from the incessant chatter and cigarette smoke.


  As he closed the doors behind us the music playing beyond the room was nearly silenced; but the silence that settled around me had a very foreboding quality. It was enhanced all the more when I realized that Reggie was in the room, his lovely date somewhere else. It was just the three of us with the doors closed, a world away from the festivities in the other parts of the house.


  I instinctively drew away from Will and stepped back, staring into two pairs of chilling eyes. The blood likely drained from my face at the very sight of that much cold focused on me.


  “What’s going on?” I said, my voice nearly cracking.


  “No excuses, Alexandra,” Reggie said, in the same clipped distinct tones that had demanded submission from me so many times.


  “No excuses?” I repeated, trying to decide what he meant.


  “No excuses, Alex,” Will repeated.


  I raised my eyebrows to question him.


  “You have no excuses not to be the woman of your desires,” my sometime lover continued. “You know who you are, you know your crimes, your cravings and your own manipulative heart. I think you’d be glad to have two men to keep you honest.”


  “What are you going to do?” I asked.


  “You think I was going to let you get away with lying to me tonight?” Reggie asked.


  “Lying?”


  “You lie again about your stunt, you’ll regret it.”


  “Will did spank me before we came,” I said.


  “That was because you wouldn’t get out of bed,” Will reminded me. “There’s a larger crime to pay for here. I told you this was a perfectly innocent party, and you didn’t trust me. Reg and I had no plans to put you on the spot, and yet you refused to believe me, as many times as I told you that.”


  I fidgeted with my hands nervously, and looked away from him. I was guilty as charged.


  “Alexandra!” Reggie snapped me to attention.


  “And then you blatantly, and not very convincingly, claim you’re ill, just to get out of going. It was really lame,” Will said.


  “I made a miscalculation,” was the only defense I could muster.


  “You could have been honest, Alex,” Will said, as if that was simple.


  “Tell me, how sick were you?” Reggie interjected, a rather light-hearted grin appearing on his face. That was the worst, what was behind it was pure disaster—and that was just seconds away.


  I stood for some moments trying to decide exactly how much to admit to, how much I could get away with.


  “You know it might help to tell the truth, the way you used to,” Reggie prompted.


  “I don’t know why you’re putting me through this. I guess you must just love to see me squirm. Of course I wasn’t sick. Unless you call being scared to death, sick?”


  “Well, at least we got the confession over with without a fight,” Reggie said. “Over the stool!” He pointed to a low leather stool, an exact duplicate of one in the outer library on which I’d had my very first punishment from the dominant Reggie. If they hadn’t planned it this way, the coincidence must have been fined-tuned by the gods.


  “Appropriate that you wore a scarlet dress,” he added. “We’ll see if we can make your bottom just as red.”


  It was useless to try and weasel out of this horror, though I’m not sure I even wanted to when I realized the surfacing arousal. These two men, these two wild-hearted, stern-faced, cold-eyed dominant men with their eyes so fixed on me; I couldn’t very well deny the passion, even if I knew it would hurt like hell before the next half hour was over.


  I went to the stool and pulled up my dress, no need to make them order me to do the inevitable. My bottom was as bare as a babe’s facing them, ready to be punished as I knelt on hands and knees. I heard them only briefly behind me, unsure at first who was intending to do the honors. I should have suspected that they’d both have a ‘crack’ at my ass before they were through, but I had my eyes tightly closed too afraid to look.


  As soon as the first blow landed I peeked, seeing Reggie standing behind me with a flat wood paddle in his hand. His jacket off, the shirt sleeves rolled up. He was as no nonsense with this punishment as I’d ever seen him. Feeling the second smack land on my bottom, I closed my eyes again and tried my best to endure the assault. I didn’t even see Will, though I imagined he was not far off, thoroughly enjoying the sight of his friend reddening my swaying bottom.


  “Yeeeeowch!” was all I dared howl. To protest was useless, I would endure this to the end. Though as resolved as I was to brave the very worst, I had no idea how bad that could be, as one incessant blow after another landed with fierce resolve on my upturned behind. At one point I collapsed against the leather stool that had warmed from my body heat. It was good enough to create a pause, but Reggie ordered me to my knees again, and was only more fierce with the paddle when he resumed.


  “Pleeeeeeeese,” I tried a tunefully earnest wail, and he just kept up the treatment. I’m sure by then my ass end was as scarlet as the dress I’d worn.


  By some silent agreement, the two men abruptly changed places, and Will picked up where Reg left off. My god! The paddling could go on forever this way, I thought, in the small sliver of time from when Reg stopped and Will began. And yet, it wasn’t long before Will stopped, too. I was surprised and intrigued; though something told me that he was not finished, even if I saw from the corner of my eye that he’d laid the paddle down.


  His hand was at my ass, stroking it gently, his fingers probing me in both holes. The entire treatment was beginning to bring out the sexual fires again, and I swayed lewdly against his invading hand, thinking it would only be moments until he’d screw me. But I wasn’t that lucky. Will only stopped so that his friend could retrieve a cane for him, and once Will had the terrible looking thing in his hand, he abruptly stopped pleasuring me.


  “I’ve only given you a few of these,” Will acknowledged.


  I trembled seeing the dreaded implement. The stripes from cane he’d previously left had been light, but I had the distinct impression that it would be different this time. I snuffed then wiped my tears from my face, hoping that he’d have some pity on me.


  “Shall I leave a few marks?” he asked, as he stroked my back so very gently.


  “Please no,” I sobbed.


  “Well, let’s see what a full dozen will do. If nothing else I hope you’ll get the point of the evening. It could have all been avoided.”


  He stepped away from me, behind my sore naked ass, and must have eyed me a full minute before he began. My palms were sweating, and I thought I might slip off the stool, if he didn’t proceed quickly.


  “Leave stripes, Will, she needs them,” I heard Reggie say, and then I heard the door open and shut. A trademark gesture, Reggie was still ordering my anguish then walking out the door while someone else did the dirty work. As intriguing as that thought was, I had no time to dwell on it.


  Will drew back his arm and the first fierce swish landed right in the center of my bottom. I shrieked from the vile jolt. From the outset, I could tell Will was getting over his own fear of the cane; he was positively cruel.


  The next six cuts crisscrossed my bottom, no doubt tracing some fine intersecting lines across the center. The next several cuts landed where my lower bottom meets the top of my thighs. Each one was accompanied by a biting pain. By the time Will had reached the tenth cut I was ready to collapse.


  “Two more, my darling,” he said, in the kindest, sweetest language, though it was all a ruse to catch me off guard, because the next cut was sheer torture. The last descended with as much ferocity, and this time I slithered from the stool, knowing that I didn’t need to maintain that awful pose.


  “Look at me, Alex,” Will demanded.


  I sat up and stared up into his eyes.


  “You think we’re done?”


  “Can’t we be?” I was pleading for mercy.


  “Get back on the stool.”


  “No, no, please.”


  “Alex!” he said sharply.


  “Please.”


  “On the stool.”


  I don’t know how I managed to return to the awful position, but I soon knew that Will had something far different in mind than more punishment. The fingers that had probed my rear channel before were now greased and ready. Appropriate justice I suppose. Where it began, it was ending. And I couldn’t miss the irony, how much this was like my first moment at Reggie’s command. I’d get the message loud and clear or I wouldn’t get it at all. The thrust of his penis across my tight sphincter wasn’t as harsh as that first time, but the implication of submission was unambiguous. But different from that first terrifying assault, I let these sensations take me away. I gave in instead of resisting. All the cries, and all the tears, and all the memories that followed were reminders to me of the woman I was, the submissive I liked to deny.


  Will rode me hard. His thrusts were so deep I thought he’d split me in two. And though his substantial cock was bearable, my own pleasure would have to wait, as I struggled just to hang on to that blasted stool. When he was finally done, he held my ass against his groin and let his cock recede inside me.


  “You know what—? What you really wanted tonight was exactly this. Don’t tell me that’s not true, because I know you. You wanted to come back to Reggie, you wanted to see if you could endure it again. And I bet your only regret is that you didn’t have an audience.” I listened to his words knowing he was right about it all.


  And now, when I hoped Will would be warm and affectionate at the end of this remarkable trial, when I hoped he’d take me in his arms and hold me, when I hoped we could share a moment of intimacy to restore our broken relationship—when I hoped for all that, I was dealt the cruelest blow of all. Instead of affection and comfort and intimacy, Will was cold again. And that swept over me so fast, I found myself crying. This was just too much.


  Without saying a word, Will let me collapse against the stool while he put himself together, and left the room. It was the rudest thing he’d ever done to me.


  


  “You think you can go home,” Reggie asked. “Or do you want a room upstairs?” I hadn’t realized that he’d come into the den minutes after Will left; I felt so incredibly alone.


  “No, I don’t want to stay,” I answered sharply.


  “Then my limo is ready,” Reggie said.


  He wasn’t much help, just a little encouragement, and his coldness a reminder of why I didn’t want to spend another minute in his house.


  “Where’s Will?” I asked, as I struggled to rise.


  “He’s left,” Reggie answered.


  “Left! How could he?” I protested, though the suddenness of his announcement gave me enough strength to sit upright.


  “I don’t know,” Reggie shrugged. “Something about setting things right, I think he said.”


  Weariness instantly turned to anger.


  “That ass!” I seethed. “I went through all of this for nothing, for absolutely nothing. You’re both crazy, completely loony, if you think I, or any other woman is going to stay around to be treated this way. I guess from you, I expect it. But I’m beginning to think you’ve turned Will into a carbon copy of your heartlessness, and that is really tragic.” I was too weary to be angry, but I was anyway.


  “Get on home,” he said, nudging me from the stool.


  “You can tell him for me, Reg. I don’t want him back. Not now, not anymore.”


  “Go home, Alexandra, and get some rest,” he said calmly.


  I gave him one long glance, trying to read something in his expression, but that was impossible. Making myself presentable again, I left his house, feeling the righteous anger in me bursting uncontrollably.


  


  ***


  


  When Reggie’s limousine dropped me in front of the apartment building, I wasn’t sure I wanted to go inside. Everything about this night had gone awry, beginning with my misguided feelings about it. There was something symbolic about the punishment I’d just endured at both their hands, but I still wasn’t sure of it. The idea that I wanted it was likely right, but I didn’t want to think of it, certainly not now.


  And certainly, I wasn’t sure of my still estranged lover anymore. Why had he left me? Why had he bothered to punish me if he only intended to leave me? All I had was questions, not an answer in my head.


  When I gazed up to the second floor of the building, I hoped I’d see a light burning in my living room, a sure sign that Will was there. But there was just the small night-light in my bedroom, glowing faintly, the one light that was always on.


  Walking up the stairs, my heart felt like lead, my feet as well, and my poor bruised and aching bottom felt so raw with energy, I wished someone, anyone would just throw me down and fuck me so I could get beyond the sexual aching that needed some relief.


  Reaching the second floor, I set my sights on the bed. If nothing else, I could take my pleasure in the same old way I’d so often used. However, almost at the second floor landing, I caught my high heel on a torn piece of the skid proof mat, and falling forward, I landed hard on the stairs, tears instantly streaming down my cheeks as I felt the sharp pain.


  I sunk down against the step. I almost laughed, thinking it was as good a place as any to sit and wait out the night. This stupid step had once been good luck for me, maybe I’d be lucky again. Was there another Will, another Reggie, another chance for me to get things straight, or was I just fated to repeat over and over again the same old lesson until my dying day?


  The thoughts passed through my mind, keeping me captive for at least ten minutes; and I was so lost in them, I hardly heard a door open or a man approach. But I did hear his voice, loud and clear, when it finally pulled me from my reverie.


  “Is one of the benefits of living in this building, that I find you crying your eyes out on the stairs?”


  I jerked and looked up.


  “Will?” I said, as if he was the very last person on earth that I expected. I smiled. After all, he was smiling at me.


  “Were we that hard on you tonight?” he asked.


  “Horrible,” I confirmed with a petulant pout.


  And yet all my hurt, and all my disappointment, and all the anger that might have been there was vanishing away. Something we’d created a long time before, a sixth sense between us, seemed to intercede. All logic was out the window and my anger with it. I knew this was going to end well.


  “I love you, Alex,” he said. The words appeared to me as gentle as an angel’s song, though his voice was sweetly deep.


  “But why did you leave me?”


  He looked at me and chuckled. “To make you mad,” he joked.


  “To make me mad?” I was about to be angry again.


  “Yeah, to make you mad, so you’d come home and stumble on these stairs, and I could rescue you again.” He didn’t stop smiling.


  I bit my lip, trying to fight back tears, but it didn’t work at all.


  “The battle’s never going to be over, my love, but we’re winning the war. And that’s the point. Tonight happened exactly the way it needed to. I didn’t plan it that way, I swear. But it did get me moving.”


  “Moving?” I asked.


  “Yeah, I left so quickly tonight because I was anxious to get moved back in.”


  “You’re kidding?”


  “No, I’m not kidding. But I also left because I thought you needed one last rude awakening.”


  “You certainly gave me that. But moving in?”


  “There’s a pile of boxes in the living room.”


  “I don’t understand any of this,” I said, shaking my head.


  “That’s okay, because I do, and we have all night to talk.”


  “How about in the morning?” I suggested. I was so weary.


  “Well…” he hedged. “I guess. But that’s the last thing I’ll let you control, believe me.” He smiled, very pleased with himself, then reached down and pulled me up.


  In the apartment, I ignored boxes of Will’s things that had suddenly made their way back, and I let him lead me to the bedroom and our warm cozy bed. My bottom was smarting, my poor rear hole ached. But my heart was mending; and I was as happy as I’d ever been, to think there was a playground, safe and loving, where all the wild crude things inside me might at last find some peace. As lost and confused as I had been for weeks, I was sure of this now.


  We toppled into bed together, which felt like home again.


  


  

  
Also in the Alexandra Series …


  


  Alexandra’s Awakening


  


  My Darling Jocelyn


  The consummate bachelor, charming dominant, and ruthless disciplinarian, Reggie, finally meets his match in Jocelyn. The sassy woman loves his mastery, yet defies him at every turn, and in the end chips away the ice that surrounds his loveless heart. Reggie finds that there really is a place at his side for just the right submissive woman.


  With lots of passionate spanking, relentless discipline and of course Reggie’s fascination for unusual and often anal love play, the compelling dominant takes this challenging woman on the ride of her life, into the world of her fondest dreams. Also features a few return engagements by Alexandra, just to spice it even more. (includes bondage and lots of graphic and sometimes anal sex.)


  


  Jocelyn & Alexandra


  Feeling ignored by their dominant lovers, Jocelyn and Alexandra take off on vacation indulging in forbidden sexual pleasures. Returning, they get caught in lies and deceptions by their lovers and the two reap an extreme but well-deserved punishment. Wrapped with suspense and adventure, this novel includes unique discipline and spanking, anal sexuality and female bisexuality, and a spellbinding erotic finale.


  


  Jocelyn’s Rebellion


  When Jocelyn’s consulting business takes a sudden nose dive, the sassy redhead runs away with her scoundrel lover from the past. While Jocelyn’s on her impetuous erotic ride, her husband, Reggie, turns to another submissive woman, and it looks as if the dominant/submissive “match made in heaven” is forever doomed. In this wild tale, it’s not just Jocelyn rebelling, but the sensuously submissive Alexandra paying for her lusty excursions into infidelity. Includes spanking, bondage, anal sex & graphic dominance & submission
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